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To the Right Honourable CHARLES Earl of Doxser ant 
MippLESExX, Lord Chamberlain of His Majeſty's Houfhold, and 
Knight of the Moſt Noble Order of the Garter, %c. 


MY LOR D, 


YOUNG Poet is liable to the fame Vanity and Indifcretion 
with. a Young Lover; and the Great Man who ſmiles upon one, 
and the Fine -Woman who looks kindly upon t'other, are both 
of *em in Danger of having the Favour publiſh'd with the farſt 
Opportunity. 

But there may be a different Motive, which will a little di- 
ſtinguiſh the Offenders. For tho? one ſhould have a Vanity 1n ruining another's 
Reputation, yet the other may only have an Ambition to advance his own. 
And I beg Leave, my Lord, that 1 may plead the latter, both as the Cauſe 
and Excuſe of this Dedication. | 

W hoever is King, is alſo the Father of his Country ; and as no Body can 
diſpute Your Lordſhip's Monarchy in Poetry ; fo all that are concern'd, 
ought to acknowledge Your Univerſal Patronage : And it is only preſuming 
on the Privilege of a Loyal Subject, that I have ventur'd tro make this my 
Adireſs of Thanks to Your Lordſhip ; which at the fame time, includes a 
Prayer for Your ProtcCtion. | 

I am not ignorant of the common Form of Poetical Dedications, which 
are generally made up of Panegyricks, where the Authors endeavour to 
diſtinguiſh their Patrons , by the ſhining Charafters they give them, above 
other Men : But that, my Lord, is uot my Bufineſs at this Time, nor is 
Your Lordſhip zow to be diſtinguiſhed. IT am contented with the Honour I 
do my ſelf in this Epiſtle; without the Vanity of attempting to add to, or 
explain Your Lordſhip's CharaQer. 

I confeſs it is not without fome ſtruggling, that I behave my felf in this 
Caſe as I ought: For it is very hard to be pleaſed with a Subje&t, and yer 
forbzar it. Burt I chuſe [rather to follow Plizy's Precept, than his Example, 
when in his Panegyrick to rhe Emperor Trajan, he fays, 


Nec minis confiderabo quid aures ejus pate 
poffent, quam quid virtutibus debeatur. 


I hope I may be excus'd the Pedantry of a Quotation, when it is ſojuſtly ap- 
ply'd. Here are fome Lines in the Print (and which your Lordſhip read before 
this Play was :Cted) 'that were omitted on the Stage ; and particularly one 
whole Scene in the Third Act, which not only helps the Deſign forward 
with leſs Precipitation, but alſo heightens the ridiculous Chara&ter of Fore/ig/t, 
which indeed ſcems ro be maim'd without ir, But I found my ſelf in great Dan- 
ger of a long Play, and was glad to help it where I could, Tho” notwicth- 

A. ſtanding 
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ſtanding my Care, and the kind Reception it had from the Town, I could 
heartily wiſh it yet ſhorter : But the Number of Different Characters repreſen- 
ted in it, would have been too much crowded in leſs Room. - 

This Refle&ion on Prolixity (a Fault, for which ſcarce any one Beauty wi 
attone) warns me not to be tedious now, and detain Your Lordſhip any longer 
with the Trifles of, 


M TY. LO RD; 
Tour Lordſhip's Moſt Obedient- 
and DMs Humble Servant, 


WILLIAM CONGREVE:; 


A PROLOGUE for the Opening of the New Play-Houſe, pro- 
pos'd to be ſpoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle ia Man's Cloaths. Sent from 
an unknown Hand. 


Brings me to att the Oratoy to Day : The Woman's Charter, Widow, Maid or Wife, + 
But Women, you wvill ſay are ill at Speeches, This they'd have cancell'd, and thence grew the Strife, 
"T5 true, and therefore I appear in Breeches : But you perhaps, evou'd have me here confeſs 
Not jor Example to you City Wines : Hoy eve obtain'd the Favour ; — Can't you gueſs ? 
That by preſcription's ſettled for your Livec, Why then TI tell you ( fos I hate a Lye) 
Was it for Gain the Husband firſt conſented ? By Brib'yy, errant Brib ry, let me dle : 
Q yes, their Gains are mightily * augmented : IJ apas their Agent, but by Jove I ſavear 
And yet, methinks, it muſt have coft ſome Strife ; : No honourable Member bad a Share, < 6 


L USTOM which every where bears mighty Sway, The Soul of Pleaſure, and the Sweet of Life, C 


A Paſſive Husbaud, and an Aﬀtive Wife ! Tho" young and able Members bid me fair : 

Tis awkward, very awkevard, by my Life, I choſe a «viſer Way to make .you willing, 

But to my Speech, Aſſemblies of all Nations Which has not coft the Houſe one ſingle Shilling. 

St:// are ſuppos'd to open with Orations : Now you ſuſpeF at leaſt I went a billing. 

Mine ſoau begin to fbew our Obligations, Tou ſee I'm young, and to thab. Air of Touth, 

to you, our BenefaFors, lowly bowing, Some ail add Beauty, and a little Truth ; 

Whoſe Favours have prevented our Undoing ; Theſe Poww'rful Charms, improv'd by pow'rful Arts, 
A long Egyptian Bondage ave endur'd, Prevail'd to captivate your op ning Hearts. 

Tiu Freedom, by your Fuftice we procur'd : Thus furniſo'd, I preferr'd\ my poor Petition, 

Our Taskmafeys were grown ſuch very Jews, And brib'd ye to commis'rate our Condition * _ 
We muft at lergth have play'd in Wooden Shooes, > Tlaugh'd, ard figh'd, and ſung, and leer'd upon ye ; 
Had not youy Bounty taught us to refuſe, With roguiſo Ioving Looks, and that Way <von ye : 
Freedom's of Engliſh Growth, 1 think alone ; The Toung Man kiſs'd me, and the Old I kiſs d, 
What jor loſt Engiiſh Freedom can attone ; And luringly I led them,” as T hift. 

A Free-bori Player's loath to be compet{'d; The Ladies in meer Pity took our Parts, 

Our Rulers tyraniz'd, and we rebell'd, Pity's the darling Paſſion of their Hearts. 

Freedom ! the Wiſe Man's Wiſp, the Poor Man's Wealth, Thus bribing, or thus brib'd, fear no Diſgraces; 
Which you, and 1, and moſt enjoy by Stealth ; Foy thus you may take Bribes, and keep your Places. 
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* Making Horns with her Hands oyer her Head: DRO 


PROLOGUE Spoken at the EPILOGU E Spoken at the 
Opening ot the New Houle, by Opening of the New Houſe, by 


Mr. Betierton, Mrs. Bracegirdle, 

HE Husbandman in vain renews bis Tcl, $S URE Providence, at firſt, deſign'd this Place 

To cultivate each Tear a bungry Soil ; To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſs ; 
And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, Foy ftill in ev'ry Storm, they all run hither, 
When what frould feed the Tree, devours the Root: 4540 the Shed, that fvields them from the Weather, 
Th' unladen Boughs, he ſees, bode certain Death, But thinking of this Charge which laſt befel us, 
Unleſs tranſported to more kindly Earth. 1t's like what I bave heard our Poets tell us : 
So, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found For when behind cuy Scenes their Suits ave pleading, 
Their Labours loft upon ungrateful Ground, To help their Love, ſometimes they ſve their Reading ; 
This Iaft and only Remedy have prov'd, And wanting ready Caf to pay for Hearts, 
And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov'd, They top their Learning on us, aud their Parts, 
Well may they hope, <uhen you ſo kindly aid, Once of Philoſophers they told us Stories, 
Well plant a Soil which you ſo rich bave made, Whom, as Ithin? they call d—Py—— Pythagorics. 
As Nature gave the World to Man's firſt Age, I'm ſure 'tis ſome ſuch Latin Name they give 'em, 
So from your Bounty, «ve receive this Stage ; And we who know no better muſt believe 'em. 


The Freedom Man vas born to, you've reftor'd, 
And to our World, ſuch Plenty you afford, 

It ſeems like Eden fruitful, of its ou Accord, 
But fince in Paradiſe frail Fleſo gave way, 

And when but two were made, both went aſtray ; 
Forbeav your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, 

If in our larger Family wwe grieve Thus Ariftotle's Soul of cld that qwas, 

One falling Adam, ang one tempted Eve, May now be damn d to animate an Aſs ; 


> Now to theſe Men ( ſay they) ſuch Souls qwere given, 
We who remain, would gratefully repay < Or in this very Houfe, for ought we know, 


That after Death, ne'er <vent to Hell, noy Heaven, . 
But liv'd I know not how, in Beaſts; and then © 
When many Tears aere paſt, in Men again. 
Methinks, ave Players reſemble ſuch a Soul, 

That, does from Bodies, ave from Houſes firale, 


What our Endeatours can, and bring this Day, . Is doing painful Penance in ſome Beau, 

The Firft-fruit Off ring, of a Virgin Play, And thus our Audience, which did once reſort 

We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Tafte, } mT ſhining Theatres to ſee our Sport, 

And tho' of homely Fare we make the Feaſt, row find us toſs'd into a Tennis-Court. 

Tet you avill find Variety at leafs. Theſe Walls but t'other Day were fill'd with Noiſe 
There's Humour, which for chearful Friends qe got, of Roaring Gameſters, and your Damme Boys. 


And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. Then bounding Bails and Rackets they encompaſt, (baft. 
We've ſomething too, to gratifie ill Nature, And now they're fill'd with Feſts, and Flights, and Bottis 
(1f there be any here) and that 15, Sative, 1 vow, 1 don't much Iike this Tran\migration, t 
Tho' Satire ſcarce dares prin, tis grown ſo mild ; Stroling from Place to Place, by Circulation. 

Or only f es its Teeth, as if it I mil'd, Grant Heaven, we don't return to cur firft Station, 3 
As Aſſes Thiſtles, Poets mumble Wit, I know not what theſe think, but for my Party 

And dare not bite, for fear of, being bit. I can't refle without an aking Heart, 

They hold their Pens, as Sqwords are held by Fools, How ave ſhou'd end on our Original, a Cart. 

And ave afraid to uſe their own Edge-Tools But we can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to ſave us, 

Since the Plain-Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rape, That you have only ſet us up to leave us. 

Not one has dar'd to laſh this Crying Age. Thus for the paſt, we hope for ſuture Grace, 

This time, the Poet owns the bold Eſſay, »  T bes it | 

Tet hopes there's no ill, Manners tn his play . And ſome bre know IT have a begging Face. 

And he declares by me, he has defignd Then pray continue this your kind Behaviour, ' 
Affront to none, but frankly ſpeaks bis Mind, Fer a clear Stage won't dv, avithort your F4%%:t%- 


He offers but this one Excuſe, 'twas writ 


And ould th' enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, © 
Before-yaur late Encouragement of Wit. 
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Dramatis Perlone. 


M E N. 


Sir Sampſon Legend.Father to Valentine and Ben. Mr. 


V ailent m of 
Scayaal. 
Tattle, 


Ben. 


Foreſight. 


Jeremy. 
Trapland. 


Buckram. 


W OMEN. 


Angelica. 
Mrs. Foreſight. 
Mrs. Frail. 


Miſs Prue. 


Nurſe 
fenny, 


ſure by his expenſive Way of 


Fallen under his Father's Way oe F | 
. 
living, in love with Angela. 


BY 
Underhill. 


. Betterton. 


His Friend, a Free Speaker. Mr. Smith. 
A halt-witted Beau, vain of his 
Amours, yet valuing himfelfs Mr. Boman. 
for Secreſie. 
Sir Sampſon's Younger Son, half 
Home-bred, and half Sea-bred,\ Mr. Dogget. 
deſign'd to marry Miſs Prue. 
An illiterate cld Fellow, peeviſhn 
and politive, ae mak ant 0 | | 
retending to underſtand Aſtra- 
fog: Palmifiry, Phiſiognomy, ? Mr: Sandford. 
Omens, Dreams, &c. Uncle| 
to Angelica. | 11 
Servant to Lalentime, * Mr. Bowen. 
A Scrivener. Mr. Triffuſis. 
A Lawyer. Mr. Freeman. 
B Y 


Niece to Foreſizht, of a conſidera- M 
ble Fortune in her own Hands. M 
Second Wite to Foreſight. Mrs 
Siſter to Mrs. Forefghr, a Woman 
of the Town. 
Daughter to Foreſight by a former 
Wife, a lilly, awkard, Country & Mr 
Girl. | 


To Miſs. 'Mrs. 


Maid to Angelica. | Mrs 


Mrs. 


. Bracegirdle. 
. Bowman. 
Barry. 


. Ayliff. 


Leigh. 
. Lawſon. 


A Steward, Officers, Sailors, and ſeveral Servants. 


The SCENE in LONDON. 
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ACH4i4:E SCENF-L 


Valentine in his Chamber Reading, Jeremy waiting, 
Several Books upon the Table, 


* 


Valentine, 
EREMY. Jer. Sir. 
Pal, Here, take away; Pl walk a Turn, and digeſt what I have 
cad —— 
Jere. Yow'll grow deviliſh fat upon this Paper-Dier. [ Aide, 


and taking away the Books. 

Pal. And d'ye hear, go you to Breakfaſt—— There's a Page doubled down in 
Epittetus, that is a Feaſt for an Emperour, 

Fere, Was Epiftetus a real Cook, or did he only write Receipts? | 

Pal. Read, read Sirrah, and refine your Appetite ; learn to live upon Inſtru&ion 
feaſt your Mind, and mortifie your Fleſh; Read, and take your Nouriſhmenc 
in at your Eyes ; ſhut up your Mouth, and chew the Cud of Underſtanding, 
So Eriftetus adviles. 

'Fere. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I waited upon a Gentle 
man at Cambridge : Pray what was that Epifetus ? 

Pal. A very rich Man ———— Not worth a Groat, 

Fere. Humph, and fo he has made a very fine Feaſt, where there is nothing 
to be eaten. Val. Yes. 

' Fere. Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably underſtand this fine Feeding : 
Bur if you pleaſe, 1 had rather be at Board-Wages. Does your Epifetus, or 
your Seneca here, or any of theſe poor, rich Rogues, teach you how to pay 
your Debts without Money ? Will they ſhut up the Mouths of your Creditors ? 
Will Plato be Bail for you ? Or Dijogexes, becauſe he ynderſtands Confinement, 
and liv'd in a Tub, go to Priſon for you? 'Slife, Sir, what do you mean, to 
mew your ſelf up here with Three or Four muſty Books, in Commendation 
of Starving and Poverty? 

Pal. W hy, Sirrah, 1 have no Money, you know it ;. and therefore reſolve to 
rail at all that have: And in that I bur Glow the Examples of the wiſeſt and 


wittieft Philoſophers, whom you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch another Realon ; 


becauſe they abound in Senſe, and you are a Fool. 

Fere. Aye, Sir, I am a Fool,. I know it : And yet, Heay'n help me, I'm poor 
cnough to be a Wit—— Bur I was always a Fool, when I told you what your 
Expences would bring you to ; your Coaches and your Liveries; your Treats 
and your Balls; your being in Love with a Lady that did not care a Farthing 
for you in your Proſperity z and keeping Company with Wits, that car'd for 
nothing but your Proſperity ; and now when you are poor, hate you as much 
as they. do one another, 


Pal. Wc. 
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Pal. Well: and now I 2m poor, I haye an Opportunity to be reveng'd on 'em 
all; 1'!l purſue 7zgelica with more Love than ever, and appear more notori- 
ouſly her Admirer in this Reſtraint, than when I openly rival'd the rich Fops, 
that made Court to her ; fo ſhall my Poverty be a Mortification to her Pride, 
and perhaps, make her compaſſionate the Love, which has principally reduc'd 
me to this Lowneſs of Fortune. And for the Wits, Pm ſure T'm in a Condi- 
tion to be even with them — 

Jere, Nay, your Condition is pretty even with theirs, that's the Truth ont, 

Pal. I'll take ſome of their Trade out of their Hands, 

Zere. Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax upon Paper ; you dow mean 
to write ! | Pal. Yes, I do; U'll write a Play. 

Jere. Hem! Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a (mall Certificate of Three 
Lincs—— only to certifie thoſe whom it may concern; That the Bearer here- 
of Jeremy Fetch by Name, has for the Space of Sev'n Years, truly and faith- 
fully ferv'd Valentine Legend, Eqs and that he is not now turn'd away for any 
Miſdemeanour ; bur does voluntarily diſmiſs his Maſter from any future. Autho- 
rity over him Val. No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me till. 

Fere. Sir, it's impoſhble I may die with you, ſtarve with you, or be 
damn'd with your Works: Burt to live even Three Days, the Life of a Play, 
1 no more expect it, than to be Canoniz'd for a Muſe after my Deceaſe. 

Pal. You are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want yonr Help ;z—De I'll have you 
learn to make Couplets, to tag the Ends of Acts; d'ye hear, get the Maids to 
Crambo in an Evening, and learn the Knack of Rhiming, you may arrive at the 
Height of a Song, ſent by an unknown Hand, or a Chocolate-Houſe Lampoon. 

Fere. Burt Sir, is this the Way to recover your Father's Favour? Why Sir 
Sampſon will be irreconcilabie. If your younger Brother ſhou'd come from 
Sea, he'd never look upon you. again. You're undone, Sir; your ruin'd; 
you won't have a Friend left in the World, if you turn Poet Al-Pox.con- 
found that ils Coffec-Houle,' it has ruin'd more young Men than' the Royal- 
Oak Lottery Nothing thrives that belongs to't. The Man of the Houle 
would have been an Alderman by this time with half the Trade, if he had ſet 
up in the City——Por my Part, I never far at the Door, that I don't get. dou- 
ble the Stomach that 1,dv-at a Horle-Race. The Air upon Banſtead- Downs 1s 
nothing to it for a Whetter ; yet I never ſee it, but the Spirit of Famine ap- 
pears to me; ſometimes like a decay'd Porter, worn out with piping, and cry- 
ing Billet-doux and Songs z not like other, Porters for Hire, bur for the TJelt's 
Sake, Now like a: thin Chairman, melted down to half his Proportion, 
with carrying a Poet upon Tick, to vifit ſome great Fortune; and his Fare to 
be paid him like the Wages of Yin, either at the Day of Marriape, or the 
Day of Death. Val. Very well, Sirz can you proceed? 


Jere. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller, with a mea 


ike. | | gre: terrify'd Counte- 
nance, that looks as if he had written for himſelf, or were refolv'J] to turn Au- 
thor, and bring the reſt of his Brethren into the ſame Condition. And lafſt- 


ly, in the Form of a worn-out Punk, with Verſes in her Hand, which her Va- 


nity had preferr'd to Settlements, without a whole Tatter to her Tail, bur as 


ragged as one of the Muſes; or, as if ſhe were carrying her Linnen to the 
Paper-Mill, to be con; 


7erted into Folio Books, of Warning to all young Maids, 
| not 
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not to prefer Poetry to good Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a needy Wir, be- 
tore the Embraces of a wealthy Fool, 


SCENE I. Palentine, Scandal, Feremy. 

Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth ? 

Val. The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could muſter up) been declaim- 
ing againſt Wit. | | 

Scan, Aye? Why then I'm afraid Zeremy has Wit: For where-cver it is, 
it's always contriving its own Ruine. 

Fere, Why ſo I have been telling my Maſter, Sir: Mr. Scandal, for Hea- 
ven's Sake, Sir, try if you can diſſwade him from turning Poet. 

$:an, Poet! He'ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather depend upon the Outſide of 
his Head, than the Lining. Why, what the Devil, has not your Poverty made 
you Enemies enough ? Muſt you needs ſhew your Wit to ger more? 

Fere. Aye, more indeed ; for who cares for any Body that has more Wit 
than himſelf ? 

Scan. Jeremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee how worthleſs great 
Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid a witty Man of ſmall Fortune? Why, he 


looks like a Writ of Enquiry into their Titles and Eſtates; and ſeems commiſſion'd 
by Heaven to ſeize the better Half. 


Fal. Therefore I would rail in my Writings, and be reveng'd. 

Scan, Rail! Ar whom ? the whole World? impotent and vain ! Who would 
die a Martyr to Senſe in a Country where the Religion is Folly? You may 
ftand at Bay for a while ; bur when the full Cry is againſt you, you ſhar't 
have fair Play for your Life, If you can't be fairly run down by the Hounds, 
you will be treacherouſly ſhot by the Huntſmen, No, turn Pimp, Flat- 
terer, Quack, Lawyer, Parſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion to an 
Old Woman, any thing but Poet ; a modern Poet is worſe, more ſervile, timo- 
rous, and fawning, than any I have nam'd: Withour you could retrieve the 
ancient Honours of the Name, recall the Stage of Athens, and be allow'd the 
Force of open honeſt Satire. 

Pal. You are as invcterate againf{t our Poets, as if your Chara&er had been 
lately expoe'd upon the Stage————Nay, I am not violently bent upon the 
Trade——[ One Knocks.) Jeremy, ſee who's there. [ Jer. goes to the Door} Bur tell me 


what you would have me do? What does the World fay of me and my 
forc'd Confinement. 


Scan, The World behaves it (elf, as it is uſed to do on ſuch Occaſions; ſome 
pity you, and condemn your Father: Others excuſe him, and blame you only 
the Ladies are merciiul, and wiſh you well, fince Loye and pleafurable Expence, 
have been your greateſt Faults, 


[ Jeremy Ye!ar ns. | 

Val, How now ? 

Fere, Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd fome half a Dozen Duns with 
as much Dexterity, as a hungry Judge do's Cauſes at Dinner-time. 

Yal. What Anſwer have you given em * 

Scan, Patience, I ſuppoſe, rhe old Receipt. 


I Tere, No, 
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Fere, No, faith Sir; I have put 'em off ſo long with Patience and Forbearance, 
and other fair Words; that I was forc'd now to tell 'em in plain downright 


Emnzlifh Val. W hat ere. That they ſhould be paid. 
Pal. When. Tere. To morrow. 


Val. And how the Devil do you mean to keep your Word ? 

Jere, Keep it ? not at all; it has been ſo very much ftrerch'd, that I reckon 
it will break of Courſe by to morrow, and no Body. be ſurpriz'd at the Mar- 
Ll nn" Anocking ] Apain ! Sir, it you don't like my Negotiation, wall 
you be pleas'd to anſwer theſe your ſelt, 

FYal. Sec who they are. | 

SCENE I. Falentine, Scandal. 
By this, Scandal, you may fee what it is to be great; Secretaries of State, Pre- 
fidents. of the Council, and Generals of an Army lead juſt ſuch a Life as I do, 
have juſt ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, all foliciting of paſt Promi- 
ſes; which are but aciviller fort of Duns, that lay claim to. voluntary Debts, 

Scan. And you, like a true great Man, have engaged their Attendance, and 
promi*'d more than ever you intended to perform; are more perplex'd to find 
Evaſions, than you would be to invcar the honeſt Means of keeping your Word, 
and gratifying your Creditors. 

Val. Scandal, \carn to ſpare your Friends, and do not provoke your Enemies z, 
this Liberty of your Tongue, will one Day bring a Confinement on your Body, my 
Friend. 


SCENE IV. /alentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


Fere, O: Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with two ſuſpicious Fellows like 
iawful Pads, that wou'd knock a Man, down with Pocker-Tipſtaves,—And there's 
your Father's Steward, and the Nurſe with one of your Children from TWwitnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time to fling my Sins. in my Face: 
Here, give her this, { Gives Mozcy. | and bid her trouble me no more; a thought- 
leſs two-handed W hore, ſhe knows my Condition well enough, and might have 
overlaid the Child a Fortnight ago, 1t the had had any Forecaſt in her, 

Scan, What is it bouncing Margery, with my God-fon?- 

Jere. Yes, Sir. 

Scan, My Blefling to the Boy, with this Token [Gives 1oney,] of my Love, 
And d'ye hear, bid Margery put more Flocks in her Bed, ſhift twice a Week, 
and not work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmel] ſo vigorouſly,  ——— I ſhall 
Take the Air ſhorty. | | 

Val. Scaudal, don't (poil my Boy's Milk: — Bid Trapl2nd come in, If I-can 
vive that C2r9crus a Sop, 1 ſhail be at reſt: for one Day, 


SCENE V. /lentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy. 
Val. O Mr, Traplaus! my ol Fexend! Welcome. Fereyzr, a Chair quickly: 
A Bottle of Sack and a Toait —— fly a Chair firſt, 
Trap. A good Murning to you Mr. Yalentize, and wo you Mr. Scandal: 
San. Ihe Morning'sa very good \Lorning, if you don't ſpoil ic, 
o_ Come fit you down, you know his Way, 
Al's C Therz is a Nebt, Mr. Fa/rntioe, of 150901. of pretty long Standing— 
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_ Pal. | cannot talk about Buſineſs with a thirlty Palate— Sirrah the Sack — 
Trap. I deſire ro know what Courſe you have taken for the Payment ? 


Val. Faith an Troth, I am heartily glad to {ee you, 
YOU, m——=f11], fill, to honeſt Mr. Trapland, fuller. 

Trap. Hold, Sweet-heart=This is not to our Buſineſs !=mw_ my Scrvicc to you, 
Mr. Scandal — | Drinks] ——T have forborn as long— 

Val. T'other Glaſs, and then we'll talk. Fill, Feremy, 

Trap. No more, in truth [ have forborn, 1 ſay—— 

Val. Sirrah, fill when I bid you And how do's your handſome Daugh- 
ter———=Comea good Husband to her, [ Drinks, 

Trap. Thank you--—TI have bcen out of this Money —— 


my Service to 


Lal. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not drink ? - [They Drink. 


Trap. And in ſhort, I can be pur off no longer. 

Fal. I was much oblig'd ro you for your Supply : Ir did me Signal Service 
in my Neceſſity, But you delight in doing Good Scandal, drink to me, 
my Friend Trapland's Health. An honeſter Man lives nor, nor one more ready 
Lo ſerve his Friend in Diſtreſs, tho? I fay it to his Face. Come fill each Man his Glaſs. 

 $can, What, I know Trapland has been a W horemalter, and loves a Wench 
{till, You never knew a Whoremaſter, that was not an honeſt Fellow. 

Trap..Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew——— | 

Scan, W hat don't I know ?---I know the buxom black Widow in the Pout- 
7ry---8001. a Year Joynture, and 200007. in Money. A hah! Old Trap. 

Val. Say you fo, faith : Come, we'll remember the Widow: [ know where- 
abouts you are: Come, to the Widow—— Trap. No more indeed. 

Val. What, the Widow's Health ; give it him--- oft with it : [They Drink] 
A lovely Girl, Pfaith, black ſparkling Eyes, ſoft pouting Ruby Lips ! better 
ſealing there, than a Bond for a Million, hah ! 

Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch thing, we'd better mind our Cuſineſs —— 
 Yowre a Wag. | 

Yal. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Buſineſs, fill again.—— Pretty round 
heaving Breaſts-— a Barbary Shape, and a Jut with her Bum, would ftir an 
Anchoret : And the prettieſt Foot! Oh If a Man could bur faſten his Eyes to 
her Feet, as they ſteal in and our, and play at Bo-peep under her Petticoats ah ! 
Mr. Trapland ? . | 

Trap. Verily, give me a Glaſs, you're a Wag, — and here's to the 


Widow. : - - "Drinks, 
 S$can, He begins to chuckle ;z-— ply him cloſe, or he'll relapie into a Dun. 


SCENE VI. [To them] Officer. 

Off. By your Leave, Gentlemen, —Mr. Trapland, if we muſt do our Office, 
tell us,— We have half a Dozen Gentlemen to arreſt in Pall. /Jal/ and 
Covent-Garden; and if we don't make Haſte, the Chairmen will be abroad, and 
block up rhe Chocolate-Houſes, and then our Labour's lolt. | 

Trap. Udſo that's true, Mr. /alextin? 1 love Mirth, but Buſineſs muſt be 


gone, are you ready to 


Fere. Sir, your Fathci's Steward ſays he comes to make Propoſals concerning 


Debts, : 
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Val. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland ſend away your Officer, you ſhall have 
an Anſwer preſently. 
Trap, Mr. Snap ſtay within Call. 


SCENE VII. Palentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy, Steward who whiſpers 
Valentine. 


Scan, Here's a Dog now, a Traytor in his Wine, Sirrah refund the Sack : 
Feremy fetch him ſome warm Water, or Pl rip up his Stomach, and go the 
ſhorteſt Way to his Conſcience, 

Trap. Mr, Scandal, you are uncivilz I did not value your Sack; but you 
cannot expe& it again, when I have drank it, | 

Scan. And how do you expect to have your Money again, when a Gentleman 
has ſpenr it ? | 

Val. You need fay no more, I underſtand the Conditions; they are very hard, 
but my Neceſſity is very preſſing, I agree to 'em, take Mr. Trapland with you, 
and let him draw the Writing—— Mr. Trapland, you know this Man, he 
{hall ſatisfie you, | 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loath to be thus preſſing, but my Neceſlity—- 

Val. No Apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be paid, 

Trap. I hope you forgive me, my Buſineſs requires—— 


SCENE VIIL. Palentine, Scaxdal. 


$:an. He begs Pardonlike a Hangman at an Execution, 

Val, Bur I have got a Reprieve, 

Scan. I am ſurpriz'd z what, does your Father relent ? 

Val. No ! He has fent me the hardeſt Conditions in the World: You have 
acard of a Booby-Brother of mine, that was ſent to Sea three Years ago? this 
Brothcr my Father hears is landed ; whereupon he very affecrionately tends me 
Word, If I will make a Conveyance of my Right to his Eſtate after his Death, 
10 my younger Brother, he will immediately turniſh me with Four Thouſand 
Pounds to pay my Debts, and make my Fortune. This was once propog'd before, 
and I refus'd it; but the preſent Impatience of my Creditors for their Money, 
and my own Impatience of Confinement, and Abſence from Angelica, force me 
conſent, 

Scan. A very deſperate Demonſtration of your Love to_ Angelica : And 1 
think ſhe has never given you any Aſſurance of hers, 

Val. You know her 'Temper ; ſhe never gave me any great Reaſon either for 
Hope or Nef{pur. : : 

5:an, Women of her airy Temper, as they feldom think before they a&, fo 
:hey rarely give us any Light to gueſs at what they mean: But you have little 
acaſon to believe that a Woman of this Age, who has hid an Indifference for 
Vu in your Proſperity, will fall in Love with your ill Fortune ; beſides, Angelica 
25 4 great Fortune of her own; and great Fortunes either expe& another greaz 
5 07TUN%g, or a Fool. | 

SCENE IX, [To them] Jeremy, 

\lore Misfortune?, Sir. Lal. W hat, another Dun? 

cre, No Sir, but Mr. Tat?le is come to wait upon you. 
Fal. Wellz. 
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Val, Wel), I can't help it, you muſt bring himup; he knows I Jon't v9 
abroad. 


SCENE X. Paleniine, Scandal. 

Scan. Pox on him, Il be gone. 

Val. No, prithee ſtay: Tarrle and you ſhall never be aſunder ; you are Light 
and Shadow, and ſhew one another; he is pertect'y thy Reverie both in Hu- 
mour and Underftanding; and as you fct up tor Detamation, he is a Mendcr of 
Repurations. | 

Scan. A Mender of Reputations! aye, juſt as he is a Keeper of Secrets, another 
Vertue he ſets up for in the ſame Manner. For the Rogue will ſpeak loud in 
the Poſture of a Whiſper; and deny a Woman's Name, while he gives you the 
Marks of her Perſon: He will forſwear receiving a Letter from her, and at the 
ſame time, ſhew you her Hand in the Supericription: And yet perhaps he 
has Counterfeited the Hand too; and {worn to a Truth ; but he hopes not to 
be believ*'d; and refuſes the Reputation of a Lady's Favour, as a Door lays, 
No, to a Biſhoprick, only that it may be granted him.—In ſhort, he is a pub= 
lick Profeſſor of Secreſie, and makes Proclamation that he holds private Intelli- 
gence, —— He's here. : 


SCENE XL. [To then] Tattle. 


Valentine, good Morrow ; Scandal, I am Yours, — That is, when you ſpeak 
well of me. 

Scan. That is, when I am Yours; for while 1 am my own, or any Body's 
elle, that will never happen, Tatt. How inhuman? 

Val. Why Tatitle, you need not be much concern'd at any thing that he fays : 
For to converſe with Scandal, is to play at Loſing Loadum; you mult loſe a good 
Name to him, before you can win it for your elf. 

Tait. Bur how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate for him, that the World 
ſhall think the better of any Perſon for his Calumniation !--I thank Heaven, it has 
always beena Part of my Character, to handle the Reputation of others very tenderly. 

Scan. Aye, ſuch rotten Repurations as you have fo deal with, *are to be handl'd 
tenderly indeed. 

Tatt. Nay, but why rotten ? why ſhould you fay rotten, when you know 
not the Perſons of whom you ſpeak? how cruel that 15? 

Scaz, Not know 'cm? why, thou never hadit to do with any Body that did 
nor ſtink to all the 'Town, 


Tait, Ha, ha, ha! nay, now you make a Jeſt of it indeed. For there is no+ 
thing more known, than that no Body knows any thing of that Nature of me: . 


As I hope to be lav'd, Yalentine, I never expos'd a Woman, ſince I knew what 
Woman was. Ee. | 
* Pal. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral, 

Tatt. To be free with you, | have-— TI don't care if | own that——Nay, 
more (Pm going. to lay a bold Word now) I neyer could meddle wita a Wo- 
man that had to do with'any Body elle. Scan. How! 

Val. Nay Faith, Pm apt to believe him——Except her Husbani, Tate. 

Tatt. Oh that— 

Scan, What think you of that noble Commaner, Mrs. Dras ? 


Tait, Pooh, 
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Tatt, Pooh, 1 know Madam Drav has mace her Brags in three or four Places, 
that 1 ſaid this and that, and writ ro her, and did | know not what=—— Bur, 
upon my Reputation, ſhe did me Wrong———Well, well, that was Malice-— 
But 1 know the Bottom of it. She was brib'd to that by one we all know 
——A Man too. Only to bring me into Dilgrace with a certain Woman of 
Quility Scan, Whom we all know. | 

Ta't. No matter for that=—Yes, yes, every Body knows—— No doubt on't, 
every B»ly knows my Secrets——PBur I ſoon fatis!y'd the Lady of my Ianocence, 
for 1 told her Madam, ſiys I, there are ſome Perſons who make it their 
Buſineſs to tell Stories, and ſay this and that of one and t'other, and every thing 
in the World: And, fays I, if your Grace Scan, Grace ! 

Tatt, O Lord, what have 1 laid ? my unlucky Tongue! 

Val. Ha, ha, ha! 

$:an. What, Tattle, thou haſt more ImpuJence than one can in Reaſon ex- 
pect: I ſhall have an Eſtcem for thee, well, and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and 
what did you ſay to her Grace? ; 

Val. 1 confeſs this 1s ſomething extraordinary. 

Tatt, Not a Word, as | hope to be fav'd; an errant Lapſus Linguat—— 
Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe, | 

Val. Well, but how did you acquit your feJf? | | 

Tait, Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with you=——3 Woman of 
ordinary Rank was a little jcalous of me, and I told her ſomething or other, 
faith-— 1 know not what—— Come, let's ralk of ſomething elſe, [ Hums a Song. 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a Mind we ſhould enquire. 

Tatt. Valentine, 1 fupp'd laſt Night with your Miſtreſs, and her Uncle O1d 
Foreſight : T think your Father hes at Forefight's, Val. Yes. 

Tait, Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman-— And fo is Mrs. Foreſight, 
and her Siiter Mrs. Frail, 

Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fire Woman, we all know her, 

Tatt, Oh that 1s not fair. Scan, What? Tatt, To tell. 

Scan. To teli what? why what do you know of Mrs. Frail? 

Tait. Who I? Upon Honour 1 don't know whether ſhe be a Man or Wo- 
Man; but by the imoothnels of her Chin, and roundneſs ot her Lins. 

Scan, No! Tatt. No. 9c4ar. She ſays otherwiſe. 

Tat. Impoſible ! Scan. Yes, Faith. Ask Yalentine elſe. 

Tait. Why then, as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe a Woman only obliges a Man 
to Secrefie, that ſhe may have the Pleaſure of teiling her ſelf, _ 

Scan. No Doubt on't. Well, but has ſhe done you W rong, or no? You 
have had her? Ha? : 


Tatt. Tho! I have more Honour than to tell firſt, I have more Manners than 
to contradict what a Lady has declar'd, Scan: Well, you'own it ? 
Tati. Iam ſtrangely furpriz'd! Yes, yes, I can't deny't, if ſhe taxes me with it 


Scan. She'll be here by and by, ſhe 7 . 
Tit Mow? crc by and by, the lees Valentine every Morning, 


al. She does me the Favour I mean of a Viſit Cy . 
not think ſhe had granted more to any Body, lt ſometimes. 1 did 


Scan, Nor © 


—— 


Scan, Nor T Faith=— Burt Tatzrle does not uſe to belie a Lady; it is contra- 
ry to his Character How one may be deceiv'd in a Woman, Llenti::e # 

Tatt. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? Scan. I'm refoly'd to ask her. 

Tatt. O barbarous ! why did you not tell me,—- 

Scan. No, you told us. Tait. And bid me ask Valentine. 

Yal. W hat did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me to confeſs an Anſwer, when 
you never ask'd me the Queſtion, 

Tatt. Bur, Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman Proceeding——— 

Val. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and cannot avoid tuch a Paipa- 
ble Decoy as this was z the Ladies have a fine Time, whoſe Reputations arc. in 


your Keeping. 


SCENE XII [To zhem] Jeremy. 
Fere. Sir, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know 1t you are ftrring. 
Lal. Shew her up, when ſhe comes. 


SCENE XIII Yalentine, Scanda!, Tatilc. 


Tait, 1'Il be gone. Val. You'll meet her. 

Tatt, Is there not a back Way? 

Fal. If there were, you have more Diſcretion, than to give $canda? luch an 
Advantage z why your running away will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tatt, Scandal, you will not be fo ungenerous——O, I ſhall loſe my Reputa- 
tion of Secrche for ever I {hall never be receiv'd but on Publick Days; and 
my Viſits will never be admitred beyond a Drawing-Room : I {hall never ſte 
a Bed-Chamber again, never be lock'd in a Cloſer, nor run behind a Screen, or 
under a Tablez never be diſtinguiſh'd among the Waiting- V omen by the 
Name of Truſty Mr. Taztle more You will not be ſo cruc!i. 

Lal. Scandal, have Pity on him; he'll yield to any.Conditions, 

Tatt. Ayc, any Terms. | 

Scan. Come then, facrifice half a Dozen Women of good Repuration to me 
preſently Come, where are your familiar And ſee that they are Women 
of Quality too, the firit Quality=— | 

Tatt. 'Tis very hard Won't a Baronet's Lady pals ? 

Scan, No, nothing under a Right Honourable. 

Tatt, O inhuman! You dow't expect their Names, 

Scan, No, their 'T'itles {ha!l ſerve. ; 

Tatt, Alas, that's the fam: thing : Pray ſpare me their Titles; Vit deſcribe 
their Perſons. 

Scran. Well, begin then: But take Notice, if you are fo il! a Painter, that 
cannot know the Perſon by your Picture of her, you muſt be conzema'd, hike 
other bad Painters, to. write the Name at the Bottom. 

Pati, Well, firſt then ——— 


SCENE XIV. fTo them} Mrs. Frail, 
Tait. O unfortunate! ſhe's come already; will you have Paticnce till anther 
Time-—}']1 double the Number. | 
Scan, Well, on that Condition————Take heed you dort fail me. 


Frail. Hey dey! I ſhall get a fiae Repuration, by cominy to icc Fea DYE 
AJ oi 
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Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you here too ? Oh Mr, Tattle, eyery thing 
is ſafe with you, we know, Scan, Tattle. 

Tait. Mun, ————Q Madain, you do me too much Honour. 

Val. Well Lady Galloper, how does Augelica ? 

Frail. Angelica? Manners ! 

Jal. W hat you will allow an abſent Lover he —oca—we I 

Frail. No, I'll allow a Lover prefent with his Miſtreſs to be particular— 
Bur otherwile I think his Paſſion ought to give Place ro his Manners. 

Yal.. But what if he has more Paſſion than Manners ? 

Frail, Then let him marry and retorm, 

Val. Marriage indeed may qualifie the Fury of his Paſſion, but it yery rarely 
mends a Man's Manners. 

Frail, You are the moſt miſtaken in the World; there is no Creature perfectly 
Civil, but a Husband. For 1a a little time he grows only rude to his Wife, and 
that is the higheſt good Breeding, for 1t begets his Civility to other People. 
Well, I'll tell you News; bur 1 ſuppoſe you hear your Brother Benjamin is 
landed. And my Brother Fore/ight's Daughter is come out of the Country—— 
Ll aſſure you, there's a Match talk'd of by the old Pcople—— Well, if he be 
but as great a Sea-Bealſt, as ſhe is a Land Monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibi- 
ous Breed The Progeny will be all Otters : He has been bred ar Sea, and 


' the has never been out of the Country, 


Val. Pox take 'em, their Conjunction bodes no good, I'm ſure. 

Frail. Now you talk of Conjunction, my Brother Forefight has caſt both their 
Nartivities, and Prognoſticates an Admiral and an eminent Juſtice of the Peace 
:0 be the Ifſue-Male of their two Bodies, *tis the moſt ſuperſtitious old Fool ! 
He would have perſuaded me, that this was an unluckly Day, and wou'd not let 
me come abroad: Burt I mvented a Dream, and ſent him to Artimedoras for In- 
terpretation, and fo ſtole out to fee you, Well, and what will you give me now ? 
Come I muit have ſomething. 

Val. Step into the Next Room———= and Þ'll give you ſomething. 

Scan. Aye, we'll all give,you ſomething, | 

frail. Well, what will you all give me? Val. Mine's a Secret. . 

Fraii, I thought you would give me {omething, that would be a Trouble to you to 
keep. Fal, Ana Scandal ſhall give you a good Name. 

Frail, That's more than he has for himſelf. And what will you give me, 
Mr. 7Zaitle. Tatt, I ? My Soul, Madam. 


Frail, Pooh, no I thank you, 1 have, cnough to do to take Care of my own. 
Well; but PII come and ſeg you one of thele Mornings : I hear you have a 
great many Pictures, 


Tait, | bave a pretty good Colleftion at your Service, ſome Originals. 

Scau, Hang him, he has nothing but the Seaſons and the Twelve Ce/ars, paul- 
try Copics; and the Five Senſes, as ill repreſented as they are in hinſeif: And 
he himſelf is the only Original you will tec there. 

Frail. Aye, but I hear he has a Cloſer of Beauties. 

Scan, Yes, all that have done him Favours, if you will - believe him; 

rail, Aye, let me (ce thole, Mr, Tale. | 


Tatt, O1 
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Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are facred to Love and Contemplation, No Man 


but the Painter and my ſelf was ever bleſt with the Sight. 
Frail. Well, but a Woman———— 


Tatt, Nor Woman, till ſhe conſented to have her Pi&ure there too for 
then ſhe is oblig'd to keep the Secret. 
Scan, No, No; come to me if you wou'd ſec Piftures, Frail. You? 


S:cain, Yes Faith, I can ſhew you your own PiQure, and moſt of your Ac- 


quaintance-fo the Life, and as like as at Keller's 


Frail. O lying Creature=——/alentine, does not he lie?— I cannot believe 
a Word he ſays. 

Val. No indeed, he ſpeaks 'Truth now : For as Tattle has Piftures of all that 
have granted him Favours, he has the Pifures of all that have refus'd him ; 
If Satires, Deſcriptions, CharaCters and Lampoons are PiEtures. 

Scan, Yes mine are moſt in Black and White——— And yet there are 
fome ſet out in their true Colours, both Men and Women. I can ſhew you 
Pride, Folly, Aﬀectation, Wantonnels, Inconſtancy, Covetouſneſs, Diſſimularion, 
Malice and Ignorance, all in one Piece. Then I can ſhew you Lying, Foppery, 
Vanity, Cowardiſe, Bragging, Lechery, Impotence and Upglineſs in - another 
Piece; and yet one of thele 1s a celebrated Beauty, and tr'other a profeſt Beau. 
I have Paintings too, ſome pleaſant cnough. 

Frail, Come, let's hear 'em. 

Scan, Why, | haye a Beau in a Bagnio, 'cupping for a Complexion, and ſweat= 
ing for a Shape. Frail. So. 

Scan. Then I have a Lady burning Brandy in a Cellar with a Hackney-Coach- 
man. 

Frail, O Devil! well, but that Story is not true. 

Scan, I have ſome Hieroglyphicks too; I have a Lawyer with an Hundred 
Hands, Two Heads, and but One Face; a Divine with Two Faces, and One 
Head; and I have a Soldier with his Brains in his Belly, and his Heart where 
his Head ſhould be. Frail. And no Head. Scan. No Head. 

Frail. Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you nc'er a Poct ? 

+ Scan. Yes, I have a Poet weighing Words, and ſelling Praiſe for Praiſc, and a 
Critick picking bis Pocket. I have another large Piece too, repreſenting a 
School; where there are huge proportion'd Criticks, with long Wiggs, lac'd 
Coats, Steinkirk Cravats, and terrible Faces ; with Catcalls in their Hands, and 
Horn-Books about their Necks. 1] have many more of this Kind, very well 
painted, as you ſhall ſee, | 

Frail, Well, I'll come, if it be but to diſprove you. 


SCEN E XV. [To rhem, Jeremy. 


Sir, here's the Steward again from your Father. 
Pal. Fl come to him——— will you give me Leave, I'll wait on you again pre- 
tently. 
Frail No, I'll be gone. Come, who ſquires me to the Exchange, 1 ravuſt call 
my Siſter Foreſight there. : ab 
Scan, 1 willz I have a Mind to your Siſter. Frail. Civil! 
Tait. 1 will ; becauſe 1 have a T ow” for your Ladyſhip. 


Frail, '] hat's 
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Frail, That's fomewhat the betrer Reaſon, to my Ovinion 

S:an Well, if Tattle entertains vou, I have the better OQpportnnity to engage 
your Siler. 

Val. Tell Angelica, | am about making hard Conditions LO come abroad, . and bo 
at Liverty to fee her. 

Scan, I'll give an Account of you, and your Proccediogs, It Indiſviction be 
a Sign ot Love, you arc the molt a Lover of any Body that I know: You fan- 


cy that parting with your Eſtate, will help you to your Miſtreſs —I@ In my 
Mind he 15 a thoughtlels Adventurer, 


I ho hopes to purchaſe Wealth by ſelling Land ; 
Or = win a Miſtreſs, with a lofing Hand, 


td 
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A Room in Forefight's Houſe, Foreſight and Servant. 


fore. EY Day! What are all the Women of my Family abroad 2 1s not 
my. Wite come home? nor my Siſter, nor my Daughter? 
Serv. No, Sir. 
Foie Mercy on us, what can be the Mzaning of it? Sure the. Moon 1s in all 
her Fortitudes;z Is my Neice Angelica at home ? Serv, Yes, 9lr, 
. Fore. | believe you 1; (SIT ERIE \; 6-192): 
Fore. 1 lay, you lie, Sir. [rc is impoſſible that any thing ſhould be as I wou'd 


have-itz for I was born, Sir, when the Cras was alcending, and all my Afﬀeurs 
go backward. 


Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir, 
fare. No, I know you! can't, Sir : But I can tell, and foretel!, Sir, 


SCENE I... [To thc] Nurle. 


Fore. Nurſe, where's your young Miſtreſs? 

Nur/e., Wee'ft Heart, I know nor, they're none of 'em come home yet : Poor 
Child, I warrant ſhe's fond o'fceing the Town, — Marry, pray Heav'n they 
ha* given her any Dinner, good Iack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange ; Fl! 
yow and {wear now, ha, ha, has marry, and did you ever lee the like ! 

Fore, 'W hy how now, | whar's the Matter ? 

Nurſe. Pray Heav'n fend your Worthip good Luck, marry .and Amen with 
all my Hearr, for you have pur on one Stocking with the wrong Side outward. 

Fore, Ha, How ? Faith and Froth I'm glad of it, and fo I have; that miy 
be good Luck in troth, in troth 1t may, very good Luck: Nay I had ſome 
Omens; I got out of B:d backwards too this Morning, withour Premeditation : 
precty good that too; but then 1 ſtumbled coming down Stairs, and! met a Wea- 
{cl; bad Omens thoſe: Some bad, fome good, our Lives are chequer'd, Mirth 

and Sorrow, Want and Plenty, Night and Day, make up our Time—— But 1n 
troth 1] am pleas'd at my Stocking=— Very well pleas'd at my Stockingo— 
Oh here's my Neice Sirrah, go tell SIr Sampſon Legend, VI wait.on him, 


if he's at ib LETTE tis now Three of Clock, a yery good Hour tor Buhneis, 
i$fercury governs this Hour, 


S-C-E NE, 


SCENE HI. Anzlica, Forefieht, Nurſe. 

Ang. Is 1t not a good Hour for Pleaſure too ? | | - Oh 
aot% elit of Ole afur too ? Uncle Pray icnd me yout Coach, 
' Fore. What, wou'd you be pidling too ? Sure all Females are mad LO- day —— 
[r is of evil Portent, and bodes Miſchief to the Maſter of a Family—— Þ re- 
member an old Propheſie written by Mefhalah the Arabian, and thus tranfla- 
ted by a Reverend Buckinghamſhire Bard, | | 


When Houſewifes all the Houſe forſake, | 4nd when the Head is ſet in Groud 
And leave good Man to brew and Bake, |Ne mart, if it be fruitful fond. y 
IVithouten Guile, then be it ſaid, [bf | | 
That Houſe doth ſtoud upon its Head; 

Fruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; "the Fruit of the Head is Horns 
—- Dear Neice, ſtay at home—— 'For by the Head of the Houſe is meant 


the Huſband; the Prophecy needs no Explanation. | 
Ang. Well, but I can neither make you a: Cuckold, Uncle, by going abroad, 


C 


nor ſecure you from being one, by ſtaying at home. 
. Fore, Yes, yes; While there's one Woman left, the Prophecy is not in full 
| OFCEC, ] ns | 

Ang. But my Inclinations are in Force, I have a Mind to go abroady and if 
you won't lend me your Coach, ÞI'Il take a H:ckney, or a Chair, and leave you 
to erect a Scheine, and find who's in Conjun&ion with your Wite, "Why don't 
you keep her at home, it you're jealous of her whan' the's abroad ? you know my 
Aunt isa little rerrograde (as you call it) in her Nature, Uncle, P'm afraid youare 
not Lord of the Aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. | 
Fore. Jill-flirt, you are very pert and always ridiculing that celeſtial 
Science. | ; | 

Ang. Nay, Uncle, don't be angry—— If you are, I'll reap up all your falſe 
Prophecies, ridiculous Dreams, and idle Divinations. I'll {wear you are a Nuſance 
to the Neighbourhood W har a Buftle did you keep about tke laft inviſi- 
ble Eclipſe, laying in Proviſion as *twere for a Siege? What a World of Fire 
and Candle, Matches and Tinder-boxes did you purchaſe! One would have 
thought we were ever after to life under Ground, or art lea(t 1naking at Voyage 
to Greenland, to inhabit there all rhe dark Seaſon, 6D] 2-4 
Tore, Why, you malaperr Slutr—— | 

Ang, Will you lend me your Coach, or PII go on-—— Nay, Plldeclare how 
you prophecy'd Popery was coming, only becauſe the Butler had miflaid ſome 
of the Apoftle's Spoons, and thought they were loſt. Away went Religion and 
Spoon-meat together— Indced, Uncle, Il indite you for a Wizard, 

Fore. How Huffic ! was there ever ſuch a provoking Minx? 

Nurſe. © merciful Father, how ſhe talks: bi: 

ns. Yes, I can make Oath of your unlawful Midnight Practices; you and 
the old Nurſe there=— 

Nurſe. Marry Heav'n defend — — ] at Midnight Praftices— O Lord, 
what's here to do?-—— 1 in unlawful Doings with my Maſter's Worthip—— 
why, aid you ever hear the like now Sir, did ever I do any thing of 


your Midnight Concerng—— but warm your Bed, and tuck you up, and = 
ro - the 


the Candle, and your Tobacco-Box, and your Urinai by you, and now and then 
rub the Soles of your Feet ? O Lord, I !-— 

Ang. Yes, I ſaw you together, through the Key-hole of the Cloſet, one 
Night, like Sau/ and the Witch of Endor, turning the Sieve and Sheers, and 
pricking your Thumbs, to write poor innocent Servants Mames in Blood, abour 
a little Nutmeg-Grater, which ſhe had forgot in the Caudle-Cup—— Nay, I 
know ſomething worſe, if I would ſpeak of 1r—— 
. Fore. I defy you, Huffic; bur I'll remember this, I'll be reveng'd on you, 
Cockatrice 5 I'll hamper you — You have your Fortune in your own 
Hands But Fl ind a Way to make your Lover, your Prodigal Spendthrift 
Galiant, Yalentine, pay for all, I will. | | 

Ang, Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then—— Look to it, Nurſe ; 
E can bring Witneſs that you have a great unnatural Teat under your left Arm, 
and he another ; and that you ſuckle a young Devil in the Shape of a Tabby-Car, 
by Turns, I can. ” 

Nurſe. A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat ! O the falſe ſlanderous thing ; 
feel, feel here, if I have any thing but like another Chriſtian. [ Crying. 

Fore, F will have Patience, fince it is the Will. of the Stars I ſhould be thus 
tormented—— This is the Effc& of the malicious Conjunctions and Oppolitt- 
ons in the Third Houſe of my Nativity ; there the Curfe of Kindred was 
forctold—— But I will have my Doors lock'd up— Þ'Il puniſh you, not a 
Man ſhall enter my Houſe. 

Ang. Do Uncle, lock 'em up quickly before my Aunt come home— —— 
Yowll have a Letter tor Alimony to-morrow Morning —— But J:t me be gone 
firſt, and then let no Mankind come near the Houſe, but converſe with Spirits 
and the celeſtial Signs, the Bull, and the Ram, and the Goat. Bleſs me! there 
are a great many horn'd Beaſts among the Twelve Signs, Uncle, But 
Cuckolds go to Heav'n. 

NE Burt there's bur one Virgin among the Twelve Signs, Spitfire, but one 
irgin, 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had had to do with any thing 
vut Aftrotogers, Uncle. That makes my Aunt go abroad, 

Fore. How? how? is that the Reaſon? Come, you know ſomething ; tell me, 
and I'll forgive you; do, good Neice—— Come, you ſhall have my Coach and 
Horſes—— Faith and Troth you ſhall—— Does my Wife complain ? Come, I 
know Women tell one another——— She is young and ſanguine, has a wan- 
ron Hazcl Eye, and was born under Gemini, which may incline her to Socicty 


the has a Mole upon. her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an open Liberaliry on 
the Mount of Yenas. Ps , pc ity 0 


Ang. Ha, ha, ha, 
Fore. Do you laugh——= Well Gentlewoman, I'll-— But come, be a 200d 
Gurl, don't perplex your poor Uncle, tell me—= won't you ſpeak ?— Odd I'll 


SCENE IV. To them] Servant. 


Serv, Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you=—— 


Ang, Good b'w*ye Uncle—— Call me a Chair=—=— I'll find out my Aunt 
and tell her ſhe mult not come home, 6 : 
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Fore. I'm ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to receive him; I ſhall ſcarce 
recover my {elf before the Hour be paſt: Go Nutſe, tell Sir Sampſon I'm rea- 
dy to watt on him, 
Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 
Fore. Well—— Why, if I was born to be a Cuckold, there's no more to 
be laid——— he's here already. 


SCENE V. Foreſight and Sir Sampſon Legend with a Paper 


Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, Old Boy; that's plain here tis, Þ 
have it in my Hand, Old Prolemee;. I'll make the ungracious Prodigal know 
who begat himz I will, old Nofirodamns, What, I warrant my Son thought 
nothing belong'd to a Father, but Forgiveneſs and AﬀeCtion , no Authority, no 


Correction, no arbitrary Puwer; nothing to be done, but for him to offend, 


and me to Pardon. I warrant you, it he danc'd till Doomſday, he thought 1 


was to pay the Piper, Well, bur here it is under Black and White, Signatumy - 
Sigillatum, and Deliberattm, that as ſoon as my Son Benjamin is arriv'd, 'he is to 


make over to him his Right of Inheritance. Where's my Daughter that is to 


be—. hah! old Merlin! body o'me, I'm fo glad I'm reveng'd on this undutiful 


Rogue. . 
Fore. Odſo, let me ſee; Let me fee the Paper—. Ay, faith and troth, here 


'tis, if it will but hold I with things were done, and the Conveyance 
made —— W hen was this ſign'd, what Hour? Odſo, you ſhould have con» 
ſulced me for the Time. Well, but we'll make Hafte 

Sir Samp. 'Haſte, aye, aye; Haſt enough, my Son Ber. will be in Town to 
Night | have order'd my.Lawyer to draw up. Writings of Settlement and 
Joynture—— All ſhall be done ro Nighr— No Martter for the Time; prithee, 
Brother Fore/ight, leave Superftition——: Pox o'th' Time; there's no Time bur 
the 'Time preſent, there's no more to be ſaid of whar's paſt, and all that is to 
come will happen. If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars by Night, why, 
we ſhall know one another's Faces without the Help of a Candle, and that's all 
the Stars are good for. 

Fore. How, how ? Sir Sampſon, that all? give me Leaye to contradi&t.you, 
and tell you, you are ignorant, 

Sir Samp. I tell you, 1 am wile; and ſapiens dominabitur-afiris ; there's Latin 
for you to prove it, and an Argument to confound your Ephemerix= Ignorant ! 
I te}l you, I have travell'd old F:rcu, and knew the Globe, I haye ſecn 
the fntipodes, where the Sun riſes at Midnight, and fets at Noon-day, 

Fore. But I tell you, I have trayell'd, and travell'd in the Celeſtial Spheres, 
know the Signs and the Planets, and their Houſes : Can judge of Motions Di- 
re&t and Retrograde, of Sextales, Duadrates, Trines and Oppoſitions, Fiery Trigens 
and Aquatical Trizons; Know whether Lite ſhall be long or (ſhort, happy, or 
unhappy : Whether Diſcaſcs are curable or incurable : If Journeys ſhall bc prot 
perous, Undertakings ſucceſsful, or Goods ſtolen recover'd, I know Fe 

Sir Samp. I know the Lengrth of the Emperour of China's Foot; have E:s'd 
the Great Mogsu!'s Slipper, and rid a Hunting upon an. Elephant with the-Charn 
of Tartary=——— Body o'me, I have made a Cuckotd of a Fingy, and the pre- 
fent Majelty of Bantars is the Iſſue of thele Loins, 


Fore, I 
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Fore. 1 know when Travellers lie or ſpeak Truth, when they don't know ir 
themſelves, 

Sir. Samp. T bave known an Aſtrologer made a Cuckold in the Twinkling of 
a Starz and ſeen a Conjurer, that could not keep the Devil out of his Wife's 
Circle; ; 

Fore. What does he twit me with my Wiſe too, I mult be better-inform'd 
of thit——— ſide.) Do you mean my Waite, Sir Sazzp/on ? Tho? you made 
a Cucko}d of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body of the Sun—— 

Sir Sa2p. By the Horns of the Moon, you wou'd ſay, Brother Capricors, 

Fore. Capricorn in your Teeth, thou modern Mandevil;, Ferdinand Mendez 
Pinto was but a Type of thee, thou Lyar of the fiſt Magnitude, Take back 
your Paper of Inheritance ; ſend your Son to tea again. Pll wed my Daughter 
to an Egyptian Mummy, c'cr ſhe ſhall incorporate with a Contemner of Sciences, 
and a Defamer of Virtue. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I have gone too far; I muſt not provoke honeſt 
Albumazar,— an Egyptian Mummy is an illuſtrious Creature, my truſty 
Hieroglyphickz and may have Significations 'of Futurity about him; Odſbud, 
[ wou'd my Son were an Ez yprian Mummy for thy fake. Whar, thou art not 
angry for a Jeſt, my good /alz=— | reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with 
all my Heart. What, I'll make thee a Preſent of a Mummy : Now I think 
on't, Body o'me, 1 have a Shoulder of an Eg yptian King, that [ purloin'd from 
one of the Pyramids, powdcr'd with Hieroglyphicks ; thou ſhalt have it broughr 
home to thy Houle, and make an Entertainment for all the Philomaths, and 
Students in Phyſick and Aſtrology in and about London. 

Fore, But what do you know of my White, Sir Sampſon ? | 

Sir Samp. Thy Wite is a Conltellation of Virtues; ſhe's the Moon, and thou 
art the Man 1n the Moon: Nay, the is more illuſtrious than the Moon ; for the 
has her Chaſtity without her Inconftancy, *fbud I was bur jn Jeſt. 


SCENE VI. [To them] Jeremy, 

Sir. Samp. Huw now, who ſent for you? Hai! whar wou'd you have ? 

Fore, Nay, It you were bur in Jet —— Who's that Fellow ? I &gon't like 
11s Phyſtognomy., | 

Sit. Samp. My Son, Sirz what Son Sir ? My Son Benjamin, hol? 

Fere. No, Sir, Mr, Valentine, my Maſter, 'ris the firft time he has been 
abroad fince his Continement, and he comes to pay his Duty to vou. 

Sir. Samp. Well, Sir, | ; 


SCENT, VII. Forefight, Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Feremy, 
"7ezre. He 18 here, Sir. al. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 
Sir $477p, You've had it already, Sir; I think 1 ſent it you ro Day in a Bill 
of Four Thouſand Pounds: A great decal of Money, Brother Foreſinbt. 
Fore. Aye indeed, Sir Samp/on, a great deal of :Moncy for a Young Man, 1 
wonder what he can do with it! 2 


. 4 3 4 j 
rcfund the Supertluity 3 do'lt hear Boy ? 


 Fal. Saper- 
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ad. Superfluity, Sir, it will fcarce pay my Debts,— TI hope you will haye 
more Indulgence, than ro oblige me to thole kard Conditions, which my Ne- 
cefity fign'd to. 

Sir Samp, Sir, how I beſeech you, what were you pieas'd to intimate com- 
cerning Indulgerice : F 

Val. W hy, Sir, that you would not go to the Extremity of the Conditions, 
but releaſe me at leaft from ſome Part, 

Sir Samp. Oh Sir, I underſtand you;-— that's all, ha ? 

Vai, Yes, Sir, all "that | preſume to ask.—— But what you, out of fatherly 
Fondneſs, will be pleas'd to add, ſhall be doubly welcome. 

Sir Samp. No Doubt of ir, fef6er Sir, bur your filial Piety, and my fatherly 
Fondneſs wou'd fit like two Tallies —— Here's a Rogue, Brother Fore/izbz, 
makes a Bargain under Hand and Seal in the Morning, and would be releas'd 
from it in the Afternoon; here's a Rogue, Dog; here's Conſcience and Ho- 
neſty ; this is your Wit now, this is the Morality of your Wits! You are a 
Wir, and have been a Beau, and may be — Why SirraÞ, 1s 1t not here un- 
der Hand and Seal Can you deny it? 

Pal. Sir, I don't deny it. 
Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd; I ſhall live to ſee you go up Holhorn-Fll, 
has he not a Rogue" s Face? ipeak, Brother, you underſtand Phyſiog- | 
nomy, a Hanging-look ro me;—— of all my Boys the moſt unlike me z he has 

a damn'd Tyhurn Face, without the Benefit o'the Clergy, 

Fore. 'Hum truly [ don't care to diſcourage a young Man,—— he has a 
violent Death in his Face; bur hope no Danger of Hanging. 

[al. Sir, is this Ulage for your Son;——e for that old Weather-heided Fool, 

I know how to laugh ar him; but you, Sir—— 

Sir, Samp. You Sir; and you Sir:>—— Why, who are you Sir ? 

Vai. Your Son, Sir, 

Sir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and I believe not, 

Yal. Fauh, I hope nor. 

Sir, $3mp, What, wou'd you have your Mother a Whore! did you eyer hear 
the like! Did you ever hear the like ! Body 0' me—— 

Pal. I would have an Excule for your Barbarity and Unnatural Uſage, 

Sir Samp. Excuſe! Impudence ! why Sirrah, mayn't I do what I pleaſe? are 
not you my Slave? Did not [| beger you ? And mi !19ht not | have choſen whether 
I would have begot you or 'no: *Oons, who are you? Whence came you? 
W hart brought you into the World 7 How cime you here, Sir * Here, to ſtand 
here, - upon thoſe two Legs, and look ere:& with that audacious Face, hah ? 
Anſwer me that : Did you come a Voluntier into the World? Or dil 1. with 
the lawful Authority of a Parent, preſs you to the Service. 

0h, 1 know no more wiy I came, than you do why you call'd me, But 
here I am, and if you don't mcan to proyide for me, I defire you would leaye 
mae as you found me.” 

Sir Samp. With all my Heat : Come, uncaſe, ſtrip, and go naked out of the 
World as you came into'r. 

Pol. My Cloaths are ſoon _piit off '—————— — But you muſt alſo Gi- 
velt me-of Reaſon, Thought, Paſhons, lIuclinations, Aﬀections, Appe- 
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tires, Senſes, and the huge Train of Attendants that you begot along 
with me. 

Sir Samp, Body o'me, what a many-headed Monſter have I propagated ? 

Pal. 1 am of my ſelf, a plain, eaſy, ſimple Creature, and to be kept art ſmall 
Expence; but the Retinue that you gave me, are craving and invincible ; they 
are ſo many Devils that you have rais'd, and will have Employment. 

Sir Samp. *Oons, what had I to do to get Children, — canta private Man 
be born withour all theſe Followers: W hy, nothing under an Emperour 
ſhould be born with Appetites,,— W hy art this rate, a Fellow that has but a 
Groat in his Pocker, may have a Stomach capable of a Ten Shilling Ordinary. 

Fere. Nay, that's as clear as the Sun; I'll make Oath of it before any Juſtice 
in Middleſex. | 

'Sir Samp. Here's a Cormorant too,-— *S'heart this Fcllow-was not born with 
you ? I did not beget him, did I* 

Fere. By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might have begot me too : 
— Nay, and to tell your Worſhip another Truth, [ believe you did, for I 
find I was born with thoſe (ame Whoreſon Appetites too that my Maſter 
ſpeaks of. 

Sir Samp. Why, look you there now,— Pll maintain it, that by the Rule of 
right Reaſon, this Fellow ought ro have been born without a Palate.—-— 
'S'heart, what ſhowd he do with a diſtinguiſhing Taſte ?— I warrant now, 
he'd rather cat a Piece of Pheaſant, -than a Piece of poor Joby z and ſmell, now, 
why I warrant he can ſmell, and loves Perfumes above a Stink,—- W hy there's 
it ; and Muſick, don't you love Muſick, Scoundrel ? 

Fere. Yes, 1 have a reaſonable good Ear, Sir, as to Jiggs and Country Dances 
and the like; I don't much matter your Solo's or Sonara's, they give me the 
Spleen, 

"Sir Samp. The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound you-— S$olo's or Sonata's ? 
*Oons whole Son are you? How were you ingendered, Muck worm ? 

Fere. I am by my Father, the Son of a Chair-man; My Mother ſold Oiſters 
in Winter, and Cucumbers in Summer; and -I came up Stairs into the World ; 
for I was born in a Cellar. | 

Fore. By your Looks, you ſhou'd go up Stairs out of the World too, Friend. . 

Sir Samp, And if this Rogue was anatomiz'd now, and difſe&ed, he has his 
Veſſels of Digeſtion. and Concoction, and fo torth, large enough for the Inſide 
of a Cardinal, this Son of a Cucumber. Thele Things are unaccountable 
and unreaſonable.—— Body o'me, why was I not a Bear? that. my Cubs might 
have liv'd upon ſucking their Paws-; Nature has been provident only to Bears 
and Spiders the one has its Nutriment in his own Hands ; and Yother ſpins 
his Habitation out of his own Entrails. 


al. Fortune was provident.cnough to ſupply all the Neceſſities of my Na- 
ture.z if I had my Right of Inheritance. 


Sir Samp. Again! *Oons han't you Four Thouſand Pounds— if I had ir again, 
] would not give thee a Groat,-— What, would'it thou have me rurn Pelican, 
and feed thee out of my own Vitals? — *$ heart, live by your Wits, 
You were always fond of the Wits, —— —— Now let's {ee if you have Wit 


enough to keep your ſclt——— Your Brother will be in Town to Night or to 
Morrow 
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Morrow Morning, and thenelook you perform Coyenants, and ſo your Friend 
and Servant, — Come, Brother Fore/ight. 


SCENE VII, Valentine, Jeremy, 


Fere, I told you what your Viſit would come to. 

Yal. 'Tis as much as I expected I did not come to ſee him : I came to 
Angelica : Bur fince ſhe was gone abroad, it was eaſily turn'd another Way ; and 
at leaſt look*'d well on my Side, What's here? Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs, Frail? 
they are earneſt, [Il avoid 'em,—— Come this Way, and go and enquire 
when Angelica will return. 


SCENE IX, Mrs. Foreſight, and Mrs. Frail, 


Frail. What have you to do to watch me? 'Slife PII do what I pleaſe; 

Mrs, Fore, You will ? 

Frail. Yes, marry will I-——— A great Piece of Buſineſs to go to Covent- 
Garden-Square in a Hackney-Coach, and take a Turn with one's Friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three Turns, I'll take my Oath, 

Frail. Well, what if I took twenty—— TI warrant if you had been there, 
it had been only 1anocent Recreation, — Lord, where's the Comfort of this 
Life, if we can't have the Happineſs of converſing where we like 2 | 

Mrs. Fore, But can't you converſe at home 2 —— I own it, I think there's 
no Happineſs like converſing with an agreeable Man; I don't quarrel at thar, 
nor I dor't think but your Converſation was very innocent; bur the Place is 
publick, and to be ſeen with a Man in a Hackney-Coach is ſcandalous: W har 
it any Body elſe ſhould have ſeen you alite, as I did ? How can any Body be 
happy, while they're in perpetual Fear of being ſeen and cenſur'd ? — Beſives, 
it would not only reflect upon you, Siſter, but me, 

Frail. Pooh, here's a Clutter—— Why ſhould it refle&t upon you ?———— T 
don't doubt bur you have thought your ſelf happy in a Hackney-Coach before 
now. If 1 had gone to Knights-Bridge, or to Chelſea, or to Spring Garden, 
or Barn Elms with a Man alone ſomething might have been faid, 

Mrs. Fore. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe Places? What do you mean, 
Siſter. Frail, Was I, what do you mean? 

Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worle Place. 

- Frail. I at a worſe Place, and with a Man ! 

Mrs. Fore. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the Yorld's-End, 

Frail. The HWorld's-End, what do you mean to banter me ? 

Mrs. Fore, Poor Innocent ! You don't know that there's a Place call'd the 
Forld's-End. V1'll ſwear you can keep your Countenance. purely, you'd make 
an admirable Player, 

Frail. I'll ſwear you have a deal of Confidence, and in my Mind too much 
for the Stage. 4 

Mrs. Fore, Very well, that will appear who has moſt; you neyer were at the 
FYorld's- End ? Frail. No. 

Mrs. Fore, You deny it poſitively to my Face ? 


Frail. Your Face, what's your Face ? Z 
D Mrs, Fore, No 
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Mrs, Fore. No Matter for that, it is as good a Face as yours 1s, | 

Frail. Not by a Dozen Years wearing, ——— But I do deny it politively to 
your Face then. | | ES | 

Mrs. Fre. [I'll allow you now to find Fault with wy Face; for I'll ſwear your 
Impudence has put me out of Countenance :=—— But look you here now, © 
where did you loſe this Gold Bodkin ? Oh Siſter, Siſter ! | 

Frail. My Bodkin! Mrs. Fore, Nay, 'tis yours, look a It... - 

Frail, Well, if you go to that, where did you find this Bodkin ?=—— Oh 
"Siſter, Siſter ! Sitter every Way. 

Mrs. Fo:e. O Devil on't, that I could not diſcover her without betraying 
myſelf. | [ A/ige, 

Frail. T have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter,” that one ſhould take great Gare, 
when one makes a Thruſt in Fencing, not to lie open one's ſelf. 

Mrs. Fore. Its very true, Siſter: Well, ſtnce all's out, and as you ſay, fince 
we are both wounded, let us do what is often done in Duels, take Care of one 
another, and grow better Friends than before, 

Frail. With all my Heart, ours are but {light Fleſh Wounds, and if we keep 
*em from Air, not atall dangerous: Well, give me your Hand in Token of fifter- 
ly Secrefic and Aﬀection. | 

Mrs. Fore. Here *tis with all my Heart. 

Frail. Well, as an Earneft of Friendſtip and Confidence, T'll acquaint you 
with a Deſign that | haye: To tell Truth, and ſpeak openly one ro another 
I'm afraid the World has oblery'd us more than we have obſerv'd one another. 
You have a rich Huſband, and are provided for; I am at a Lofs, and have no 
great Stock either of Fortune or Reputation z and therefore muſt look ſharply 
about me, Sir Samp/on has a Son thar is expected to-night ; and by the Account 
I have heard of his Education, can be no Conjurer : The Eſtate you know is to 
be made over to him: Now it I could wheedle him, Siſter, ha? You un- 
derſtand me? 

Mrs. Fore, I do and will help you to the utmoſt of my Power And I 
can tell you one 'Thing that falls our luckily enough z my aukward Daughter=in- 
Law, who you know 1s defign'd to be his V/ife, is grown fond of Mr. Tatrle ; 
now if we can improve that, and make her have an Averſion for the Booby, it 
may go a great Way towards his liking you, Here they come together ; and 
let us contrive ſome Way or other to leave *em together. 


SCENE X. [To them} Taittle aud M/s Prue. 

Miſs Prze, Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here. 

Mrs. Fore, Fie, fie, Miſs, how you bawl-—— Beſides, L haye told you, you 
muſt not call me Mother, 

Mits Prize, What mult I call you then? are you not my Father's Wife ? 
. Mrs. Fore. Madam; you mult fay Madam—— By my Soul, 1 ſhall fancy my 
ſelf old indeed, to have this great Girl call nae Mother Well, bur Mils, 
what are you: fo overjoy'd at ? | 

Miſs Prue, Look you here, Madam then, vihat Mr. Tattle has given me— 
Look you here Coulin, here's a Stuft-box z nazi, there's Snuff in't ; here, 
Will you have any—— Oh good ! how {wcet at ivmn— Mr, Tattle 1s all over 

| | iwecty 
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(weet, his Peruke is ſweet, and his Gloves are ſweet,— and his Handkerchic 


. - ao» ovr c- ; = bo 
is F7TT, pure iweet, iweeter Than Roſes ——c Smell him Mother, Madam, 
I mean—— He gave me this Ring for a Kiſs. 


Tatt, O fie Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell, 

Miſs Prue. Yes; I may tell my Mother—— And he fays he'll give me ſome- 
thing to make me ſmell to Oh pray lend me your Handkerchict——. 
Smell, Couſin; he fays, hell give me ſomething that will make my Smocks 
{mell this Way ——— Is nor it pure? It's better than Lavender mun— 
I'm reſoly'd 1 won't let Nurſe put avry more Lavender among my Smocks=— 
ha, Coufin ? : 

Frail. Fie, Miſs; amongſt your Linnen, you muſt fay You muſt neyer 
ſay mock. Mits Prue. Why, it is not Bawdy, is it, Couſin ? 

Tatt. Oh, Madam, you are too ſevere upon Mits: you muſt not find Fault 
with her pretty Simplicity, it becomes her ſtrangely pretty Miſs, don't ler 

'em per{ſwade you out of your Innocency. 
Mrs, Fore. Oh, demm you Toad— I wiſh you don't perſwade her out of 
her Innocency. 

Tatt, Who I, Madam, —— O Lord, how can your Ladyſhip have ſuch a 
Thought———— fure you dow't know- me? 

Frail, Ah Devil, . fly Devil He's as cloſe, Siſter, as a Confeſſor-—— He 
thinks we don't obſerve him. 

Fore. A cunning Cur, how ſoon he cou'd find out a freſh harmleſs Crea- 
ture z and left us, Siſter, preſently, Tatt, Upon Reputation,,— 

Mrs. Fore, They're all ſo, Siſter, theſe Men they love to have the Spoil- 
ing of a young Thing, they are as fond of ir, as of being firſt in the Faſhion, 
or of ſecing a new Play the firſt Day | warrant it would break Mr. Tattle's 
Hearr, to think that any Body elſe ſhou'd be before-hand with him, 

Tatt, Oh Lord, I ſwear I wou'd not for the World-— 

Frail. O hang you ; who'll believe you ? You'd be hang'd before you'd 
confels—— we know you——— ſhe's very pretty ! Lord, what pure Red 
and White !-— ſhe looks ſo wholeſome 3 ne'er tir, I don't know, bur I 
fancy it I were a Man 

Miſs Prue. How you love to jeer one, Couſin. | 

Mrs. Fore, Hark'ee, Siſter, by my Soul the Girl is ſpoil'd already—— 
d'ye think ſhe'll ever endure a great lubberly Tarpawlin Gad I warrant 


you ſhe won't let him come near her, after Mr. Taztle. 
Frail. O'my Soul, I'm afraid not eh ! filthy Creature, that ſmells all of 


Pitch and Tar Devil rake you, you confounded Toad— W hy did you lec 


her before ſhe was married ? : 
Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him—— my Huſband will hang us 


He'll think we brought em acquainted, : 
Frail. Come, Faith let us be gone— if my Brother Fore/ight ſhou'd find us 


with them, he'd think ſo, {ure enough. : 
Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd-—— but then leaving *em together is as bad—— 


And he's ſuch aſly Devil, he'll never miſs an Opportunity, 
Frail, 1 don't care; I won't be ſeen mnt. 


D--2 Mrs. Fore. Welly 


| 
j 
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Mrs. Fore. Well, if you ſhould, Mr Tattle you'll have a World to anſwer for; 
remember L waih my Hands of it, I'm throughly Innocent. 


SCENE XI. Tattl, Miſs Prue. 


Mi Prue, What makes *em go away, Mr. Tattle? What do they mean, ds 
ou know ? 
: Tatt. Yes, my Dear—— I think I can ouels But hang me if I know 
the Reaſon of it. Miſs Prue, Come, mult not we go too ? 
att. No, no, they don't mean that. | 

Mil Prue. No! Whar then? Whar ſhall you and I do together? 

Tait. I muſt make Love to you, pretty Milsz will you let me. make Loye to 
you ? Miſs Prue. Yes, 1f you pleaſe. 

Tatt, Frank, I gad, at leaſt, What a Pox does Mrs. Foreſight mean by this - 
Civility? Is it to make a Fool of me? or does the leave us together out of 
good Morality, and do as ſhe would be done by: — —— Gad Pl "— 
it fo, Aſide. 

Miſs Prue, Well; and how wil! you make Love to me Come, I long 
to have you begin—— muſt I make Love too? You muſt tell me how. 

Tatt. You muſt let me ſpeak Miſs, you mult not ſpeak firſt; | muſt ask you 
Queſtions, and you mult anſwer. 

Miſs Prue. What, is it like the Catechiſm !-—— Come then ask me. 

Tatt. D'ye think you can love me? Miſs Prue. Yes. 

Tatt. Pooh, Pox, you muſt not ſay yes already ; I ſhan't care a Farthing for 
you then in a Twinkling. Miſs Prue, What muſt I fay then? 

Tatt, Why, you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, or you Can't tell 

Miſs Prue. Why, muſt I tell a Lie then ? 

Tatt. Yes, if you'd be well bred. All well-bred Perſons Lie Beſides, 
you are a Woman, you mult neyer ſpeak what you think: Your Words muſt 
contradict your Thoughts ; but your Actions may contradi& your Words, So, 
when I ask you, if you can love me, you mult ſay no, but you muſt love me 
toow—— If I tell you you are handſome, you mult deny: it, and fey I Matter 
you—— Bur you muſt think your ſelf more charming than I ſpeak you : 
And hike me, for the Beauty which i fay you have, as much as if I had it my 
felt [f I ask you to kils me, you mult be angry, but you muſt not refule 
me. If I ask you for more, you muſt be more angry, — but more comply- 
ing; and as ſoon as ever I make you ſay you'll cry out, you mult be ſure to 
hold your Tongue. 

Mits Prue. O Lord, T (wear this is pure,—— I like it better than our old 
faſhion Country Way of ſpeaking one's Mind ; and muſt not you lie too ? 

Tat!, Hum-—— Yes—— Bur you muſt believe I ſpeak Truth, 

Mils Prue. O Gemini! Well, I always had a great Mind to tell Lies 
they frighted me, and faid it was a Sin. 

Tatt, Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me happy by giving me 4 
Kiis? Miſs Prue, No, indeed; I'm angry at you, — | Runs and kiſſes him, 


Tait. Hold, hold, thats pretty well——. but you ſhould not have g1yen It 
me, but have fuffer'd me to have taken it, 


Mif Prue. Well, we'll do it apain, 


but 


Tatt, With 
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Tait, With all my Heart,— Now then my little Angel. [ Aifſes her, 
Miſs Prue, Piſh@ Tat, "That's right,—again my Charmer. (Kiſſes agazz,, 
Miſs Prue. O fie, nay, now I can't abide you. 

Tati. Admirable! That was as well asif you had been born and bred in Covenz- 

Garden, And won't you ſhow me, pretty Miſs, where your Bed-Chamber is? 
Miſs Prue. No, indeed won't I: but Vil run there, and hide my ſelf from 

you behind the Curtains. 

Tatt. I'll follow you. 

Miſs Prue. Ah, but I will hold the Door with both Hands, and be angry; 
and you ſhall puſh me down before you come in. 

Tatt, No, I'll come in firſt, and puſh you down afterwards. 

Miſs Prue, Will you? then I'll be more angry, auu more complying. . 

Tait. Then Ill make you cry. our. 

Miſs Prue. Oh but you ſhan't, for Ill hold my Tongue——_ 

Tatt. Oh my dear apt S6holar. 

Miſs Prue, Well, now Þ'll run and make more Haſte than you, 

Tatt. You {hall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll purſue. 


AGTHE STEN TE I: 
Nurſe alone. 


Nurſe. ISS, Miſs, Miſs Prue———— Mercy on me, marry and Amen, 
/'L Why, what's become of the Child ? — Why Mils, 
Miſs Foreſight Sure ſhe bas lock'd her ſelf up in her Chamber and gone to 


Sleep, or to Prayers: Miſs, Miſs. I hear her—— Come to your Father, Child, 
open the Door—— Open the Door, Miſs— | hear her cry huſht-— O Lord, 
who's there ? Peeps. What's here to do? O the Father ! a Man with her? 
——- Why, Mais I ſay; God's my Life, here's fine Doings towards——-O Lord, 
we're all undone—— O you young Harlotry [4nocks] Od's my Life, won't you 
open the Door? I'll come 1n the back Way. 


SCENE I. Tattle, M/s Prue. 


Miſs Prue. O Lord, ſhe's coming—— and ſhe'll tell my Father, what ſhall I 
do now ? 

Tatt. Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtatdrwo Minutes longer, I ſhou'd have wiſh'd 
for her Coming. 

Miſs Prue, O Dear, what ſhall T ſay ? Tell me, Mr. Tatzle, tell me a Lie. 

Tatt. There's no Occaſion for a Lie; I cou'd neyer tell a Lie to no Pur- 
poſe——PBur ſince we have done nothing, we muſt ſay nothing, I think, I hear 
her——— ÞF1l leave you together, and come off as you can. 

(Thruſts her in, and ſhuts the Docs, 


SCENE II. Tatile, Palentine, Scandal, Arzclica. 
ng. You can't accuſe me of Inconttancy ; I never told you that I lov'd you. 
Val. Bur I can accule you of Unceitainty, for not telling me whether you 
did or not, 


Ang. You 
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Judges of the Succeſs of others from the Effefts of his own Merit, 


'to conceal others. 


'£lſe, 
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Lng. You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty z I neyer had Concern enouph 
to ask my felf the Queſtion, : 

$:a4, Nor good Nature enough to anſwer him that did ask you : I'll Gy 
that for you, Madam. Ang. What, are you ſetting up for good Nature ? 

Scan, Only for the AﬀeCtation of it, as the Women do for ill Nature. 

Anz, Perſuade your Friend that it is all AﬀeCtation. 

6-33. | ſhall receive no Benefit from the Opinion : For I know no effe&ual 
Difference between continued AﬀeCtation and Reality. _ 

Tatt. Scandal, are you in private Diſcourle, any thing of Secreſie ? 
coming up. [4ſfide to Scandal, 


Scan. Yes, but I dare truſt youz we were talking of Angelica's Love to 
Palentine ; you won't ſpeak of it. 


Tatt, No, no, not a Syllable— — I know that's a Secret, for it's whiſper'd 


every where. Scan. Ha, ha, ha, 

Ang. What is, Mr, Tattle ? 1 heard you fay ſomething was whiſper'd every 
where. Scan, Your Love of Yalentine. Ang. How! 

Tait. No, Madam, his Love for your Ladyſhip— Gad take me, I beg 
your Pardon=—— for [ never heard a Word of your Ladyſhip's Paſſion *rill this 
[n{tanr, Ang. My Paſſion ! and who told you of my Paſhon, pray Sir? 


$can, Why, is the Devil in you? Did nor I tell it you for a Secret? 

Tatt. Gadlo; bur I thought the might have been truſted with her own Afﬀairs. 

Scan, Is that your Diſcretion,' truſt a Woman with her ſelf ? 

Tait. You lay true, I beg your Pardon ;-—e. Tl bring all off It was 
impoſhible, Madam, for me to imagine, that a Perſon of your Wit and Gallantry, 
could have lo long receiv'd the paſhionate Addreſſes of the accampliſh'd Yalentine, 
and yet remain 1nſenſible; theretore you will pardon me, if from a juſt Weight 


of his Merit, with ' your :-Ladyſhip's good Judgment, I form'd the Ballance 
of a reciprocal AﬀeCtion. 


Val. O the Devil, 'what damn'd Coſtive Poet has given thee this Leſſon of 
Fuſtian to get by Rote? 


Ang. 1 dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own———. And Mr. Tattle only 


NY For cer- 
tainly Mr. Tattle was never deny'd any thing in his Life, 4 


Tait, O Lord! yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral times, 

Ang. 1 {wear 1 don't think 'tis poſlible, 

Tait. Yes, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, I'm the moſt unfortunate 
Man in the World, and the moſt cruelly us'd by the Ladies. 

Ang. Nay, now'you're ungrateful, 


Tatt. No, I hope not— 'tis as much Ingratitude to own ſome Favours, as 
Val. There, now 'tis our. 


Ang. | don't'underſtand you now. I thought you had never ask'd any thing, 
bur what a Lady might modeſtly grant, and you confeſs. 


Scan. So faith, your Buſineſs is done here z now you may go brag ſomewhere 


Tatt. Brag! O Heav'ns! Why, did I name any Body ? mY 


Ang. No; I (uppole that is not in your Power; but you wou'd if you cou'd, 
no Doubt ov'r, 


Tatt. Not 


LUFYE fr - LO FE. T 


Tatt. Not in my Power, Midam! What does your Lidyſhip mean, that 1 
have no Woman's Reputation in my Power ? | 

Scan, 'Oons, why you won't own it, will you ? [ 4fide. 

Tait, Faith, Madam, you're in the Right; no more I have, as I hope to be 
fav'd; I never had it in my Power to fay any thing to a Lady's Prejudice in 
my Lite—— For as I was telling you, Madam, I have been the molt unſuc- 
celsful Creature living, in Things of that Nature ; and never had the good For» 
tune,to be truſted once with a Lady's Secret, not once. 

Ang, No! Lal, Not once, I dare anſwer for him, 

Scan, And I'll anſwer for him; for I'm fure if he had, he would haye told 
me; I find, Madam, you don't know Mr. Tale, | 

Tatt. No indeed, Madam, you don't know me at all, I find, For ſure my 
intimate Friends wou'd have known— 

Ang. Then it ſeems you would have told, it you had been truſted. 

Tait. O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put=—— Never have told Particulars, 
Madam, Perhaps I might have talk'd as of a third Perſon— or have introduc'd 
an Amour of my own, in Converiation, by Way of Noycl: Bur never have 
explain'd Particulars, 

Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr, 7a7le's Secreſic, if he was 
never truſted? 

Scan. Why thence it ariſes— "The Thing is proverbially ſpoken; but may be 
apply'd ro him-— As if we ſhould ſay in general Ferms, he only is ſecret who 
never was truſted; a ſatyrical Proverb upon our Sex—— There's another upon 
yours—— As ſhe is Chaſte, who was never ask'd the Queſtion, That's all. 

Val. A couple of very civil Poverbs, tiuly : *Tis hard ro tell whether the ; 
Laly, or Mr, Tattl: be the more oblig'd to you, For you ound her Virtue up- (þ 
on the Backwardnels of the Men; and his Secrehe upon the Miftruſt of - the | 
Women. : 

Tatt. Gad, it's very true, Madam) I think we are oblig'd to acquit our ſclyes-. 
And for my Part— But your Ladyſhip 1s to ſpeak farit | 

Ang. Am 1? Well, I treely conteſs I have refiſted a great deal of Temptation. 

Tatt. And T'gad, I have given ſome Temptation that has not been reſiſted. 


Fal. Good... 
Ang, I cite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, how fruitleſs he has found 


his Endeavours, and to confeſs all his Sollicitations and my Deanials. l” 
al. 1 am ready to plead, Not Guilty, for you; and Guilty, for my ſelf, "M 
Scan. So, why this is tiir, here's Demonſtration with a Witnels, 

Tatt, Well, my Witneſſes are not preſent Bur I conteis I have had Fa- 
vours from Perſons Burt as the Favours are numberleſs, fo the Perlons are 


nameleſs. | 
Scan, Pooh, this proves nothing. | 
Tx!!, No? I can ſhew Letters, Lockets, Pictures and Rings ; and if there b: 
Occaſion for Witneſſes, I] can ſummon the Maids at the Chocolate-houtes at! 
the Porters at Pall-mall and Covent Garden, and the Door-keepers at the Play- 
Houle, the Drawers at Loczet's, Poatac&'s, the Rummer, Spring-Gardecn, my OW 
Landlady and Yalet de Chambre, ail who thill make Oath, that I receive more 
Letters than the Secretary's Office z and that I nave more V 1Z0T-Niazks tO Cn- 
| | Quire 


, 
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quire for me, than ever went to ſee the Hermophradite, or the naked Prince, 
And it is notorious, that in a Country Church, once, an Enquiry being made, 
who I was, it was anſwer'd, I was the famous Tarzle, who had ruin'd lo many 
Women, ; | : 

Pal. It was there, I ſuppoſe you got the Nick-name of the Great Turk. 

Tatt. True ; I was -call'd Turk-Tattle all over the Pariſh=— The next Sun- 
day all the old Women kept their Daughters at home, and the Parſon had not 
Half his Congregation. He would have brought me into the ſpiricual Court, but 
1 was reveng'd upon him, for he had a handlome Daughter whom I initiated 
into the Science. Bur I repented it afterwards, tor it was talk'd of in Town.. 
And a Lady of Quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a raging Fit of Jealoufie, came 
down in her Coach and Six Horſes, and expos'd her ſelf upon my Account ; 
Gad I was ſorry for it with all my Heart You know whom I mean. 
You know where we raffld— 

Scan. Mum Tattle. Val. 'Sdeath, are you not afham'd? 

Ang. O barbarous! I never heard fo infolent a Piece of Vanity=—— Fie, 
Nir. Tattle PII ſwear I could not have beliey'd it=——'s this your Secrefic ? 
Tait, Gad fo, the Heat of my Story carried me beyond my Diſcretion, as 

the Heat of the Lady's Paſſion hurried | her beyond her :Reputation— Burt I 

hope you don't know whom1I mean; for there were-a great many Ladies raffled= 
Pox on't, now could [I bite off my Tongue. 

S:an, No, don't; for then you'll tell us no more—— Come, I'll recom- 
mend a Song to you upon the: that 'of my two Proverbs, and'I ſee one jn the 


next Room that will ſing it, | [ Goes 70 the Door, 
Tatt, For Reay'n's Sake, if you do gueſs, ſay nothing; Gad, I'm very 
anfortunate, Scan, Pray ſing the firſt Song in the laſt new Pty. 


SON G Set by Mr. Joh Eccles. 


A Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray'd, 
<E The Swain had been jilted, the Nymph been betray'd : 
Their Intent was to try if his Oracle knew 


Fer a Nymph that was chaſie, or a Swain that was true. 


$ 2 
Apollo was mute, and had like Phave been pos'd, 
But ſagely at length be this Secret diſclos'd : 
He alone won't betray in'whom none will confide, 


1nd the Nymph may be-chaſte, that bas never ben try'd, 


SCENEIV. [To ther) Sir Sampſon, Mrs, Frail, Miſs Prue, and Servant. 

Sir Sap. Is Ben Come ? Odſo, my Son Bey come? Odd, I'm glad on': : 
Where is he? 1 long to ſee him. Now, Mrs. Frail, you ſhall ſee my Son 
Ben— Body o'me he's the Hopes of my Family I han't ſeen him theſe 


three Years I warrant he's grown— Call him in, bid him make Haſte—— 
I'm ready to cry for Joy, 


Frail. Now Miſs, you ſhall ſee your Husband, 
Mils Prue, Piſh, he ſhall be none of my Huband, CAfide to Frail. 
Frail, Huſh: 
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Frail. Huſh: Well he ſhan't, leave that to mc Pl beckon Mr, Tarrle 
to us, Ang. Won't you ſtay and fee your Brother ? | 

Val. We are the Twin-Stars, and cannot ſhine in one Sphere; when he riſes 
I muſt et Beſides, if I ſhould ſtay, I don't know but my Father in good 
Nature may preſs me to the immediate figning the Deed of Conveyance of mr 
Eſtate z and [I'll deter it as long as 1 can Well, you'll come to a Reſolution, 

ng. 1 can't. Reſolution muſt come ro me, or I ſhall never have one. 

Scan, Come, Yalentine, Fil go with you ; I've ſomething in wy Head to com- 
municate to you. 


SCENE V. Angelica, Sir Sampſon, Tattle, Mrs, Frail, Miſs Prue. 


Sir Samp. What, is my Son Valentine gone ? What, is he'ſneak'd off, and 
would not ſee his Brother? There's an unnatural Whelp! There's an ill-natur'd 
Dog! What, were you here roo, Madam, and could not keep him! Could 
neither Love, nor-Duty, nor natural Aﬀection oblige him; Od:bud, Midam, 
have no more to ſay to him z he is not worth your Conſideration. The Rogue 
has nor a Drachm of generous Love about him: All Intereſt, all Intereſt ; he's 
an undone Scoundrel, and courts your Eſtate : Body o'me, he does not care 
a Doit for your Perſon, 

Ang. I'm pretty even with himz. Sir Samp/on ; for if ever I could have lik'd 
any thing in him, it ſhould have been his Ettate top: But fince that is gone; 
the Bait 1s off, and the naked Hook appears. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, well ſpoken ; and you are a wiſer Woman than I thought 
you were: For moſt young Women now-a-days are to be tempted with a 
naked Hook. 

Ang-'If I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good Eſtate with any Man, and for 
any Man with a good Eſtate : Therefore if I were obliged to make a Choice, 
I declare I had rather have you than your Son. 

Sir Samp, Faith and Troth you are a wile Woman, and I am glad to hear 
you fay ſo; I was afraid you were in Love with the Reprobate; Odd, I was 
ſorry for you with all my Heart: Hang him, Mungrel ; caſt him off; you ſhall 
ſee the Rogue ſhew himſelf, and make Love to fome deſponding Cadua of 
Fourſcore for Sufſtenance, Odd, I love to lee a young Spendthritt forced to 
cling to an oid Woman for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak : Faith 1 do; 
[ love to ſee them hug and cotten together, like Down upon a "Thiſtle. 


SCENE VI. | To them} Ben, Legend awd Servant. 
Ben, Where's Father ? Serv. There, Sir; his Back is towards you. 
Sir Samp. My Son Ben / Bleſs thee, my dear Boy ; Body o'me, thou art hear- 
tily welcome? Ben. Thank you, Father, and I am glad to ſee you. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and I am glad to ſee thee: Kils me Boy, kiſs me again and 
apain, dear Ben, { Kiſſes him. 
Ben, $0, ſo, enough, Father—— Meſs, I had rather kiſs theſe Gentlewomen, 

Sir Samp. And fo thou ſhalt Mrs. Angelica, my Son Hen. 
Ben. Forſooth if you pleaſe [Salutes her.) Nay Miſtreſs, I am not for 


dropping Anchor here; about Ship I'faith=——— { Kiſſes Frail.] Nay, and you. 


too, my little Cock-Boat——— lo—— { Kiffes Miſs. 
| E Tatt. Sir, 


 Tatt. Sir,, you are welcome a-ſhore. _ Ben. Thank you, thank you, Friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou haſt been many a weary League, Bey, ſince I law thee, 

Ben, Ey, ey, been ! Been far enough, and that be all—— Well Parher, and 
how do all at home? How does Brother Dick, and Brother Val? 

Sir Samp. Dick! Body o'mie, Dick has been dead theſe two Years; Þ writ you 
Word, when you was at Leghorne, _ 

Ben. Mis, that is true: Mayry I had forgor., Dick. is dead, as you [ay—— 
| Well, and how? I have a many Queſtions to ask you; well, you ben't marry'd 
again, Father, be you? | 

Sir Samp. No, 1 intend you ſhall mairy, ex; I would not marry for thy ſake. 

Ben, Nay, whit does that fignifie !/—— an you marry again— Why then, 
I'll go to Sea again, fo there's one tor Vother, an. that [be all Pray. don't 
jet me be your Hindrancez e'en marry a God's Name an the Wind {it that 
Way. As for my Part, may-hap I have no Mind to marty, 

Frail, That would be*Pity, ſuch a handiome young Gentleman, 

Ben. Handlome ! he, he, he, nay Forlooth, an you be for joking, I will joke 
with you, for 1 love my Jett, an the Ship were finking, as we fayn at Seca, But 
I'll tell you why I don't much ſtand towards Matrimony, I love to roam from 
Port to Port, and from Land to Land : 1 could neyer abide to be Port-bound, 
as we call it: Now a Man that is marred, has, as it were, d'ye ſee, his Feet 
in the Pilboes, and may-hap mayn't get them out: again when he would, 

Sir Samp. Ben's a Wag. 

Ben, A Man that is marry'd, d'ye lee, is no more like another Man, than a 
Gally-Slave 1s like one of us free Sailors, he 1s chained to an Oar all his Life; 
and may-hap forced to tug a leaky Veſſel into the Bargain, : 

Sir Samp. A very Wag, Ben's a very Wag; only a little rough, he wants a 
little poliſhing. Fa 

Frail. Not at all ; I like his Humour mightily, it is plain and honeſt, I ſhould 
like ſuch a Humour in a Husband extreamly. | 

Ben. Say'n you fo Forſooth 7 Marry and I ſhould like ſuch a handſome Gentle- 
woman for a Bed-Fellow hugely ; how lay you, Miſtreſs, would you like go- 


ing to Sea? Meſs, you are a tight Veſſel, and well rigg'd, an you were but as 
well mann'd. 


Frail. I ſhould not doubt that, if you were Maſter of me. 

Ben, Bur I will tell you one thing, an you come to Sea in a high Wind, or 
that Lady You mayn't carry fo much Sail o'your Head—— Top and 
Top-gallant, by the Mets. Frail, No, why ſo? 

Ben, Why an you do, you may run the Risk to be over-ſet: And then 
you will carry your Keels above Water, he, he, he. 

Ang. 1 iwear, Mr. Benjamin 18 the verrieſt Wag in Nature; an ab{oJute Sea-Wir. 

Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has Parts, bur, as I told you before, they want a l1tt-2 
Poliſhing: You mult not rake any thing ill, Madam. 

Ben, No, I hope the Gentlewoman 1s not angry; I mean all in good Part: 
For if | give a Jelt, I will take a Jeſt : And ſq Forſooth, you may be as free 
with me. | 

Ang, I thank you, Sir, Iamnotatalloffended ;—But methinks, Sir Sampſon, you 
Tull leave him alone with bis Millrels. Mr, Taizle, we muſt not hinger Lovers. 


Tait. Well, 


 Tutt, Well, Miſs, I have your Promiſe, [ {fide to MiF5. 


Sir Samp, Body o'me, Madam, you fay true !———— Look you, Ben ; this is 
your Miſtreſs, — Come Miſs, you muſt not be ſhame-fac'd, he will leave you 
together. 

Miſs Prue. I can't abide to be left alone, mayn't my Couſin lay with me ? 

Sir Samp.'No, no. Come, let's away. 

Ben, Look you, Father, may-hap'the young Woman may not take a Liking 
LO IMNCmnnm—_— ata 
En; Samp. I warrant thee Boy ; come, come, we'll be gone; I will venture 
nat, 


SCENE VII, Ben, and Mi/5 Prue. 

Ben. Come Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down? For an you ſtand a ftern 
a that'n, we ſhall never grapple together, — Come, I will haule a Chair; there, 
an you pleaſe to fir, I will fit by you. | 

Mils Prue. You need not fit fo near one, if you have any thing to ſay, I can 
hear you farther off, I an't deaf, 

Ben. Why that 1s true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb; I can be heard as far 
"as another, [ will heave off, to pleafe you. | Sirs farther off:] An we were 
a League afunder, I'd undertake to hold Niſcourfe with you, an "twere not a 
main high Wind indeed, and full inmy Teeth. .Look you: Ferſooth, I am as 
it were bound for the Land of Matrimony; it is a Voyage, d'ye ſec, that was 
none of my ſeeking, I was commanded by Father, and it you like of ir, may- 
hap I may ſteer into your Harbour. How fay you, Miſtreſs? The ſhort of it 
is, that if you like me, and I like you, we may chance to {wing both in' a 
Hammock together. 

Miſs Prue. 1 don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't care to ſpeak to 

ou at all. 

Ben, No? I am ſorry for thar. But pray why are you ſa ſcornful? 

Miſs Prue, As long as one muft not {peak one's Mind, one had better not 
ſpeak art all, 1 think, and truly I won't tell a Lie for the Matter. 

Ben, Nay, you fay true in that, it's but a Folly to lie: For to ſpeak one 
thing, and to think juſt the contrary Way, is as it were, to look one Way, 
and row another, Now, for my Part d'ye ſee, I'm for carrying things above 
Board, I'm not for keeping any thing under Hatches,- ſo, thar if you ben't 
as willing as I, fay ſoa God's Name, there's no Harm done :\ May-hap you 
may be ſhame-fac'd, ſome Maidens tho'f they love a Man well enough, yet they 
don't care to teJl'n-ſo to's Face: If that's the Caſe, why Silence gives Conſent. 

Miſs Prue, Bur I'm ſure it is not fo, for I'll ſpeak ſooner than you ſhould be- 
lieve thatz and I'll ſpeak Truth, tho' one ſhould always tell a Lie to a Man; 
and 1 don't care, 'let'my Father do what he will, I'm too big to be whipt; fo 
1'I1 tell you plainly, I don't like , you, nor love yon at all, nor 'never will, that's 
more: So, there's your Anſwer fot you; and don't troudie me no more, you 
ugly Thing. 

Ben. Look you, young Wornan, you may learn to give go0d Words however. 
I ſpoke you fair, &ye {.e, "and civil — As for your Love or your Liking, I 
don't value it of a Rope's End And may-hap I like you as little as you 
do'me: 


What I faid was in Obedience to Father; Gad l tear a Whipping 
W-Z | nM 
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ore than you do, Bur 1 tell you, one thing, if you ſhould give ſuck Lan- 
ES at Sea, Mae have a Cat o'Nine Tails laid croſs your Shoulders. Fleſh ! who 
are you? You heard r'other handſome young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of 
her own Accord : Whatever you may think of your ſelf, Gad I don't think you 
are.any. more to, compare to her, than a Can of ſmall Beer to a Bowl of Punch. 
Mits Prue, Well, and there's a handſome Gentleman, and a fine Gentleman, 
and a iweet Gentl:man, that was here, that loves me, and'I love. him; and if he 
ſees you ſpeak ro me any more, he'll thraſh your Jacket for you, he will, you 
great Sea Calt. DEA 
Ben. What, do you mean that fair-Weather Spark that was here juſt now? 
Will he thraſh my Jacket ?———— LevUn, — let'n But an he comes near 
me, may-hap I may giv'n a falt Eel for his Supper, for all that, W hat does 
Father mean, to leave me alone, as ſoon as I come home, with ſuch a dirt 
Dowdy.———— Sea-Calf? | an't Calf enough to lick your chalk'd Face, you 
Cheeſe: Curd you, marry thee ! Oons I'll marry a Lapland Witch as ſoon, 
and live upon ſelling contrary Winds, and wreck'd Veſſels. | 
Mils Prue. I won't be.call'd Names,. nor I won't be abus'd thus, .fo I won't. 
If I were a Man————[Cries]—— you durſt not talk at this rate—— 


No you durſt not, you ſtinking Tar-Barrel. 


SCENE VII. [To rthem] Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 
Mrs, Fore, They have quarrell'd, juſt as we could wiſh. OE 
Ben, Tar-Barrcl? Let your Sweet-Heart there call me fo, if he'll take your 


Part, your Tom Eſſence, and ll fay ſomething to him; Gad [Il lace his Musk- 


Doublert for him, I'll make him ſtink; he ſhall ſmell more Itke a Weaſel than 
a Civet- Cat, afore I hy? done with 'en. 


Mrs. Fore, Bleſs me! what's the Matter, Miſs? W hat, does fhe cry ? 
Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to her? 

Bea, Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the leſs ſhe'll ſhe has been 
gathering foul Weather in her Mouth, and now it rains out at her Eyes. 

Mrs. Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with me, and tell me, poor Child. 

Frail, Lord, what Qhall we do ? there's my Brother Fore/ight, and Sir Samp/on 
coming. Silter, do you take Miſs down into the Parlour, and I'I carry 
Mr. Benjamin mto my Chamber, for they muſt not know that they are fall'n 


out.—— Come Sir, will you venture your ſelf with me? [ Looking kindly on him. 
Ben. Venture? Meſs, and that I will, tho? it: were to Sea in a Storm. 


SCENE IX, Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 
- Sir Samp, I left 'em together here z what, are they gone ? Ben's a brisk Boy: 
He has got her into a Corner. Father's own Son, faith,. he'll touzel her, and 
mouzel her: 'The Rogue's ſharp ſer, coming from Sea; if he ſhovld not ttay for 
laying Grace, old Fore/;ght, bur fall roo without the. Help of a Parſon, ha? 
Odd if he ſhould 1 could not be angry with him; *rwould be bur like me, 
A Chip of the Old Block. Ha! thou'rt melancholick, old Prognoſticationz as 
melancholick as it thou hadſt ſpilt the Salt, or pair'd thy Nails on a Sunday : 
——-Come, cheer up, look about thee : Look up, old Star-Gazer, — Now 


is he poring upon the Ground for a crooked Pin, or an old Horſe-Nail, with 
the Head towards him. | Fore, 91K 
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Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the Wedding to-morrow Morning. 

Sir Samp, With all my Heart. Fore, At Ten a Clock, punctually at Ten. 

Sir $amp. To a Minute, . to a Second z thou ſhalt ſet thy Warch; and the 
Bridegroom ſhall obſerye its Motions ; they ſhall be marry'd ro a Minute, go to 
Bed to a Minute and when the Alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep Time like the 
Figures of St, Dunſtan's Clock, and Conſummatum eſt ſhall ring all over the Pariſh ... 


SCENE X. [To them] Scandal, 


$can, Sir Sampſon, ſad News. Fore, Bleſs us! 

Sir Samp. Why, what's the Matter ? 

Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and him, and all of us, 
more than any Thing elle ? 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I don't know any univerſal Grievance, but a new Tax, 
or the Loſs of the Canary Fleet. Unleſs Popery ſhould be landed in the ef, 
or the French Fleet were at Anchor at Blackwall. 

Scan. No? Undoubtedly, Mr. Fore/ight knew all this, and might have pre- 
vented it. Fore. *'T1s no Earthquake! 

Scan. No, not yet; nor Whirlwind. But we don't know what it may come 
to——w But it has had a Conſequence already that touches us all. 

Sir Samp. Why, Body o'me, out with it. 

Scan, Something has appear'd to your Son Yalentine—— He's gone to Bed 
upon't, and very ul] He ſpeaks very little, yet he ſays he has a 
World to (ay. Asks for his Father and the wiſe Fore/ight; talks of Raymond 
Lully, and the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has Secrets to impart, I ſuppoſe to you two. 
I can get nothing out of him bur Sighs. He defires he may ſee you in the 
Morning, but would not be diſturb'd to Night, becauſe he has ſome Buſineſs to 
do in a Dream. 

Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I ro do with his Dreams, or Divination—— 
Body o'me, this a Trick to defer Signing the Conveyance, I warrant the 
Devil will tell him in a Dream, that he muſt not part with his Eſtate, But 
I'll bring him a Parſon to tell him that the Devil's a Liar=—— Or, if that 
won't do, I'll bring a Lawyer that ſhall out-lie the Devil. And fo ÞIl try whe» 
ther my Black-Guard, or his, ſhall get thc Better of the Day. 


SCENE XI. Scandal, Foreſight. 


Scan. Alas, Mr. Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not right=—You arc a wile Man, 
and a conſcientious Man a Searcher into Obſcurity and Futurity 3 and it you 
commit an Error, it is with a great deal of Conſideration, and Diſcretion, and 


Caution 
Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal—— | 
Scan. Nay, nay, 'tis manifeſt; I do not flatter you-——— But. Sir Sampſo's 

is haſty, very haſty; Pm afraid he is not fcrupulous enough, Mr, Fore/ight, 

—— he has been wicked, and Heaven grant he may mean well in his Afﬀar 

with you= Bat my Mind gives me, theſe Things cannot be wholly in- 

ſignificant. You are wiſe, and ſhould. nor be oyer-reach'd, methinks you ſhou}d 

DOE — 

Fore, Alas, Mr. Scandal——— HTumanumn eſp errare, 


Scan, You 
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Scan, You fay true, Min will err; meer Man will err, ————but you are 


ſomething more—— There have been wiſe Men; but they were ſuch .as you—. 


Men who conſulted the Stars, and were Obſervers of Omnent———— Yolomy 


' was wiſe, but how ? by his Judgment in Aftrology———$0 ſays Pineda in his 


Third Book and Eighth Chapter —— 
Fore, You are learn'd, Mr, Scandal. 
Scan. A Trifler— -but a Lover of Art—— —— dand the Wiſe Men of 

the Eaſt ow'd their Inftrution to a'Star, which is rightly obſerv'd by Gregory 

the Great in Favour of Aſtrology! And Albertus Magnus makes it the moſt 
valuable Science, Becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to conſider the Caufation of 

Cauſes, in the Cauſes of Things. ; 

Fore. 1 proteſt I honour you, Mr. S:andal-—— I did-not think you had been 
ready in thoſe Matters Few young Men are inclin'd ON 

Scan. I thank my Stars that have inclined me—— But I fear this Marriage and 
making over this Eſtate, this transferring of a rightful Inheritance, will brin 
Judgments upon us, I propheſfic it, and I would not have the Fate of Caſſandra, 
not be believed. Yalentine is diſturb'd, what can be the Cauſe of that? and 
Sir Sampſon is hurried on by an unuſual Violence - [I fear he does not a& 
wholly trom himſelf ; methinks he does not look as he ufed to do. 

Fore. He was always of an impetuous Nature Bur as to this Marriage 
| have conſulted the Stars; and all Appearances are proſperous—— 

Scan, Come, come, Mr. Forefight, let not the Profpe&t of Worldly Lucre car- 
ry you beyond your Judgment, nor againſt your Conſcience You are not 
ſatisfy'd, that you act Juſtly. Fore. How ! 

Scan. You are not fatisty'd, I fay—— I am loath to diſcourage you 
It 3* palpable that: you are not fatisfy'd, 

Fore. How docs it appear, Mr, Scandal? I think I am very well fatisfy'd, 

Scan. Either you fuffer your ſelf to deceive your felf; or you do not know 


ol 


* 


But 


your elf. Fore. Pray explain your ſelf. 
Scan, Do you fleep well o*nights ? 
Fore. Yery well. Scan, Are you certain? You do not look fo, 


Fore, I am in Heaith, IT thihtk. 
Scan, So was Falentine this Morning; and look'd juſt fo. 
Fore. How! Am I alter'd any Way? I don't perceive it. 


Scan. That may be, but your Beard is longer than it was two Hours ago. 
Fore. Indeed! bleis-me. + 


SCENE XII. [To7hem] Mrs, Foreſight. 

Mrs. Fore. Husband, will you go to Bed? It's Ten a Clock. Mr. Scandal, 
your dServant. a 

Scan. Pox on her, "the has interrupted 'my Deſign 
into the Project. You keep early Hours, Madam. 

Mrs. Fore. Mr, Foreſight is punCtual z we fit up after him. | 

Fore. My Dear, pray lend me your Glals, your little Looking-glaſs. - 

Scan. Pray lend it him, Madam—— PI rell you the Realon (She gives bin 
the Glaſs : Scandal and ſve whifper,) My Paſſion for you is grown to violent 


but I muſt work her 


that I am no longer Matter of my felf—-— 1-was interrupted in the Mornings 
when 
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when you had Chaſtity enough to give me your Attention,. and I had NE. 
of finding another Opportunity of explaining my ſelf to you - bur was 
difappointed all rhis Day ; and the Uneafineſs that has attended me ever fincc 
brings me now hither at this unſeaſonable Hour 's 

Mrs. Fore. Was there ever ſuch [mpudence, to make Love to me before my 
Husband's Face? PI ſwear I'll tell him. 

Scan; Do,, Vil die a Martyr, rather than diſclaim my Paſſion. But come a 
little farther this Way, and I'll tell you what Project | had to get him out of 
the Way ; that I might have an Oppottunity of waiting upon you. [ /hiſper. 

. { Forefight looking in the Glaſs. 

Fore, 1 do not ſee any Revolution here; —- Methinks I look with a lerene 
and beinign Aſpect palc, a little pale but the Roſes of theſe Cheeks 
have been gather'd many Years;—— ha! [ do not like that fudden Fluſhing— 
Gone alreacy !—— hem, hem, hem! faintiſh, My Hrart is pretty good; yer it: 
nn and my Pulſes, m_ I have none< Mercy on me hum 

es, here they are—— Gallop, pg:llop, gallo allop, 2allo alloy, bey ! 
Whither will they hurry me ll, gs, hors ons i : And 56 
I'm faint again,z and pale again; and hem ! anJ4 my hem!-— Breath, hem !—— 
grows ſhort; hem! hem! he, he, hem! 

Scan. It takes, purſue 1t 1n the Name of Loye and Pleaſure. 

Mrs, Fore. How do you do, Mr, Fore/ight ? 

Fore. Hum, not ſo well as I thought | was. Lend me your Hand. 

Scan. Look you there now Your Lady ſays, your Sleep has been un- 
quiet of late. Fore. Very likely, 

Mrs. Fore. O mighty reſtlels, bur I was afraid to tell him fo——. He has 
been ſubje& to Talking and Starting. 

Scan, And did not uſe to bc {o? 

Mrs. Fore, Never, never; 'till within theſe three Nights; I cannot ſay, that 
he has once broken my Rett, fince we have been marry'd. | 

Fore, | will go to: bed. 

Scar, Do ſo, Mr. Foreſight, and ſay your Prayers——— He looks better than 
he did. __ Mrs. Fore, Nurſe, Nurle ! | 

Fore. Do you think tio, Mr. Scandal? 

Scan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gor- by Morning, take it 1 time. 

Fore. I hope 1o. 

SCENE XII. [To zhem] Nurſe. 

Mrs, Fore, Nurſe ; your Maſter is not well; put him to Bed. 


Scan. I. hope you will be able to fee Yalentine in the Morning, <—.you had 
ber take a little Diacodion and Cowilip Water, and lie upon your Back, may: 


be you may dream. 

Fore. | thank you, Mr, Scandal; I will—— Nurſe, Jet me have a Watch- 
Light, and lay the Crums of Comfort by me,— Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 

Fore, And hem, hem ! I am very faint, - ; 

Scan, No, no, you look much better, 

Fore. 1? And d'ye hear— bring me, let me ſee—within a Quarter of 'T'welve— 
hem— he; hem !— juſt upon the Turning of the Tide, bring me the Urinal !— 
And I hope, neither the Lord of my Aſcendant, nor the Moon will be combult 3 


and then I may. do well. Scan, I: 
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Scan. 1 hope ſo—— Leave that to mz I will ere& a Schemez and I hope 


. ] ſhall fiiid both Sol and Yenus in the fixth Houſe, | | 


Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal; indeed that would be a great Comfort to me, 
Hem, hcm! good Night, 


SCENE XIV. Scandal, Mrs. Forefight. 


S:an, Good Night, good Mr. Foreſight ;z———and I hope Mars and Penus will 
be in Cour tion, — while your Wite and I are together. 

Mis. Fore, Well z aid what Ule do you hope to make of this Proje&? You 
don't think, that you are ever like to ſucceed in your Deſign upon me ? 

Scan. Yes, faith I do; I have a bettcr Oppinton both of you and my elf, 
than to deſpair. 

Mrs, Fore. Did you ever hear ſuch a Toad-— hark'ee Devil z do you think 
any Woman honeſt ? 

Scan. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt z-——they'll cheat a little at Cards, ſometimes, 
but that's nothing. 

Mrs. Fore, Pſhaw ! but virtuous I mean? 

Scan, Yes, Faith, I believe ſome Women are virtuous too ; but 'tis as I be- 
lieve ſome Men are valiant, thro' Fear for why ſhou'd a Man court Dan- 
ger, or a Woman ſhun Pleaſure ? 

Mrs. Fore. O monſtrous! What are Conſcience and Honour ? 

Scan, Why, Honour is a publick Enemy ; and Conſcience a Domeſtick Thief; 
and he that would ſecure his Plealure, mutt pay a Tribute to one, and go halves 
with rother. As for Honour, that you haye ſecured, for you have purchas'd 
4. perpetual Opportunity for Pleaſure, 

Mrs. Fore. An Opportunity for Pleaſure ? 

Scan, Aye, your Husband, a Husband is an Opportunity for Pleaſure, ſo you 
have taken Care of Honour, and 'tis the leaſt I can do to take Care of Conſcience, 

Mrs. Fore. And fo you think we are free for one another ? 

Scan, Yes Faith, I think lo; | love to ſpeak my Mind. - 

Mrs, Fore, Why then I'll ſpeak my Mind. Now as to this Afﬀair between 


-you and me. Here you make Loveto me; why [ll confeſs it does not diipleaſe 


me. Your Perſon is well enough, and your Underſtanding not amils. 
Scan. I have no great Opinion of my felt; bur I think I'm neither deform?'d, 
nor a Foo). | 
M.s Fore. But you have a villainous Character; you are a Libertine in Speech 
as well as Practice, 4 
Scan. Come, | know what you wou'd C; you think it more dangerous 
to be ſcen in Converſation with me, than to allow ſome other Men the ).& 


Favour : you millike; the Liberty I take in talking, 1s purely affected, for the 


Service of your Sex. He that farlt cries our ſtop Thief, is often he that has 


ſtol'n the Trealure. 1 am a Juppler, that a& by Confſed : 1 
we'll put a Trick upon the World. y Goniederacy ; and at you pleaſe 


Mts. Fore. Aye, but you are ſuch a univerſal Juggler, er l Sy 
have a great many Confederates. Juggier, bat I'm afraid you 


Scan. Faith, I'm found. 
Mrs. Fore, O tie=—=1'il ſwear you're impudent, 


Scan, I'll 
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Scan. I'll ſwear you're handſome. 

Mrs. Fore, Piſh, you'd tell me fo, tho' you did not think fo. 

Scan. And you'd think ſo, tho? T ſhould nor tell you ſo: And now I think we 


know one another pretty well, Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here ? 


SCENE XV. [To them] Mrs. Frail and Ben. 


Ben. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my Mind—— Father has nothing to do with 
me—— Nay, I can't ſay that neither; he has ſomething to do with me. But 
' what does that fignifie? If fo be, that I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by him; 
'tis as tho't he ſhould ftrive againſt Wind and Tide. 

Frail. Aye, but my Dear, me muſt keep it ſecret, 'till the Eſtate be ſettled ; 
for you know, marrying without an Eſtate, 1s like failing in a Ship withour 
Ballaſt. 

Ben, He, he, he; why that's true ; juſt ſo for all the World it is indeed, 


as like as two Cable Ropes. 

Frail. And tho' I have a good Portion; you know one would not venture 
all in one Bottom, 

Ben. Why that's true again; for mayhap one. Bottom may fpring a Leak. 
You have hit it indeed, Meſs you've nick'd the Channel. 

Frail. Well, but if you ſhould. forſake me after all, you'd break my Heart, 

Ben. Break your Heart? ]'d rather the Mary-Gold ſhould break her Cable in 
a Storm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, you don't think I'm falſe hearted, like 
a Land-man, A Sailor will be honeſt, tho't may-hap he has never a Penny of 
Money in his Pocket=— May-hap I may not have fo fair a Face as a Citizen or 
a Courtierz but for all that, I've az good Blood in my Veins, and a Heart as 
ſound as a Bisker, Frail. And will you love me always? 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, I'll ſtick like Pitch; Ill tell you that. Come, 
Pl! ſing you a Song of a Sailor. 

Frail, Hold, there's my Siſter, I'll call her to hear it, 

Mrs, Fore. Well; I won't go to Bed to my Husband to Night; becauſe T'1] 
retire to my own Chamber, and think of what you have ſaid. 

Scan, Well; you will give me Leave to wait upon you to your Chamber Door ; 
and leave you my laſt Inftruftions ? 

Mrs. Fore, Hold, here's my Siſter coming towards us. 

Frail, If it won't interupt you, I'll entertain you with a Song. 

Ben. The Song was made upon one of our Ship's: Crew's Wite; our Boat-ſwain 
made the Song, may-hap you may know her, Sir. Before ſhe marry'd, ſhe was 
call'd Buxom Foan of Deptford. Scan. 1 have heard of her. ( Ben, /ings. 


BALLAD. Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


” of Soldier, and a Sailor, For Now the Time was ended, 
A Tinker, and a Taylor, When ſh? no mor: inteaded 

Had once a doubtful Strife, Sir, To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 

To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Siry 
Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan. | And lze & Nights alone, 
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The Soldier ſwore like Thunder, | But while theſe three were prating, 
He lov'd her more than Plunder ; The Sailor ſlily waitingg 
And fnew'd her many a Scar, Sir, Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That he had brought from far, Sir, That they ſhould all fall out, Sir - 
With fiahting for her ſake. He then mizht play his Part. 
The Taylor thought to pleaſe ber, And juſt e'en as he meant, Sir, 
With off 'ring her his Meaſure, To Loggerheads they went, Sir, 
The Tinker too with Mettle, And then he let fly at her 
Said be could mend ber Kettle, * A Shot 'twixt Wind and Water, 
And flop up ev'ry Leak. That wor this fair, Maid's Heart, 


Ben. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, are not gone ; you ſhall ſee, 
that we Sailors can dance ſometimes, as well as other Folks, { /hiftles.] 1 war- 
rant that brings 'em, an they be within hearing, 

Enter Seamen. 
Oh here they be— And Fiddles along with 'emz come, my Lads, '\tet's have 
a4 Round, and ['l! make one. { Dance. 

Ben. We're merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much to care for. 'Thus we 
five at Sea z eat Biker, and drink Flip put on a clean Shirt once a Quarter— 
Come home, and lie with our Landladies once a Year, get rid of a little Mo- 
ney ; and then put off with the next fair Wind. How d've like us? | 

Frail. O, you are the hapyieſt, merrieſt Men alive, | 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this Entertainment. 

T helieve it's late, 

Ben, Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beſt go to Bed, For my Part, 
I mcan to tols a Can, and remember my Sweet- Heart, a-fore 1 turn in; may- 
hap 1 may dream of her, 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed and dream too. 

Scan. Why Faith, I have a good lively Imagination ; and can dream as much 
to the Purpoſe as another, if I ſer about it: But dreaming 1s the poor Retreat 
of a lazy, hopeleſs, and imperfe& Lover 'tis the laft Glimpſe of Love to worn- 
out Sinners, and the faint Dawning of a Bliſs ro withing Girls, and growing 
Boys, | 
l There's nought but willing, waking Love that can 

Make Blejt the ripen'd Maid and finiſh'd Man. 


ACT IV SCENEL 


Valentine's Lodging. Scandal and Jeremy. 


Scan. ELL, is your Maſter ready ; does he look madly, and talk madly ? 
Fere. Yes, Sir, you need make no great Doubt of that; he that 


was {o near turning Poet Yeſterday Morning, can't be much ro ſeek in playing 
the Madman to Day. 


Scan, Would he have Angelica acquainted with: the Reaſon of his Defign ? 


Pere. No, 
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Fere. No, Sir, not yet; he has a Mind to try, whether his playing the Mad- 
man, won't make her play the Fool, and fall in Love with him; or at leaſt 
own, that the has loy'd him all this while, and conceal it. 

Scan, I faw her take Coach juſt now with her Maid; and think I heard her 
bid rhe Coachman drive hither. 

Fere. Like enough, Sir; for I told her Maid this Morning, my Maſter was 
run ſtark mad only for Love of her Miſtreſs, I hear a Coach flop; if it ſhould 
be ſhe, Sir I believe he would not fee her, till he hears how ſhe takes it, 

Scan. Well, Ill try her 'tis ſhe, here ſhe comes. 


SCENE IL. {Ts them] Angelica with Jenny. 


Ang. Mr. Scandal, 1 ſuppoſe you don't think it a Novelty, to ſee a Woman 
vifit a Man at his own Lodgings in a Morning ? 

Scan, Not upon a kind Occaſion, Madam. But when a Lady comes tyranni- 
cally to inſult a ruin'd Lover, and make manifeſt the cruel Triumphs of her Beau- 
ty; the Barbarity of it ſomething ſurpriſes me, | 

Ang. 1 don't like Raillery from a ſerious Face—— pray tell me what is the 
Martter ? 

Fere. Noſtrange Matter, Madam; my Maſter is mad, that's all: I ſuppoſe your 
Ladyſhip has thought him ſo a great while. 

Ang. How d'ye mean, mad? 

Fere. Why faich, Madam, he is mad for want of his -Wits, juſt as he was 
poor for want of Money; his Head is e'en as light as his Pockets; and any Body 
that has a Mind to a bad Bargain, can't do better than to beg him for his Eſtate, 

Ang. If you ſpeak Truth, your endeavouring at Wit is very unleaſonable— 

Scan. She is concerned, and loves him. | [ Aide. 

Ang. Mr, Scandal, you cannot think me guilty of ſo much Inhumanity, as not 
to be concerned for a Man I muſt own my ſelf obliged ro ——— pray tell me 
the Truth, 

Scan. Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a Lie would mend the Matter. Bur this 
is no new Effect of an unſucceſsful Paſſion. 

Ang. [ Aſide.) 1 know not what to think——Yet I ſhould he vext to have a 
Trick put upon. me May I not fce him ? | 

Scan. I am afraid the Phyſician is not willing you ſhould ſee him yet——FJeremy, 
20 in and enquire, | 


SCENE III. Scandal, Angelica, Jenny, 


Ang. Ha! I faw him wink and ſmile—I fancy it is a Trick—l will try—I would 
diſguiſe to all the World a Failing, which I muſt own to you-—— I fear my 
Happineſs depends upon the Recovery of Yalextine. Therefore I conjure you, 
as you are his Friend, and as you have Compaſſion upon one fearful of AMicti- 
on, to tell me what I am ro hope for I cannot ſpeak———Bur you may tell 
me, for you know what I would ask. | 

Scan. So this is pretty plain———Be not too much concerned, Madam ; I hope 
his Condition is not deſperate: An Acknowledgement of Love from you, per- 
haps, may Work a Cure; as the Fear of your Averſion occaſioned his Diitemper. 


"of | Ang. | Afide.] 


44 -EOVE ju OD OV 
Ang. [Afide.J Say you ſo? nay then I am convinced : And if I do not play 
Trick for 'I'rick, may I never taſte the Pleaſure of Revenge Acknowledge- 
ment of Love! I find you have miſtaken my Compaſſion, and think me guilty 
of a Weakneſs I am a Stranger tro. But I have roo much Sincerity to deceive 
you, and too much Charity to ſuffer him to be deluded with vain-Hopes. Good 
Nature and Humanity oblige me to be concerned for him; but to love 1s nel- 
ther in my Power nor Inclination and if he cannot be cured withour I ſuck the 
Poiſon from his Wounds, I ani afraid he won't recover his Senſes *rill loſe mine. 

Scan Hey, brave Woman, I'Faith —- Won't you fee him then, 1t he defire ir. 

Ano. What fignifie a Madman's Defires? Beſides, it would make me unealy—— 
if I do not fee him, perhaps my Concern for him may lefſen If 1 forget 
him, it is no more than he has done by himſelf; and now the Surprize is over, 
methinks I am not half fo ſorry as I was—— 

$:an, So, Faith Good-Nature works apace; you were confeſſing juſt now an 
Obligation to his Loye. 

Ang. Burt I have conſidered that Paſſions are unreaſonable and involuntary z if 
he loves, he cannot help itz andif I don't love, I cannot help it 3 no more than he 
can help his being a Man, or | my being a Woman or no more than I can help 
my want of, Inclination to ſtay longer here-— Come Fenny. 


SCENE IV. Scandal, Jeremy. 

Scan, Humh !J=o—An admirable Compoſition, Faith, this ſame Womankind, 

Fere, What, is the gone, Sir? 

Scan, Gone! Why ſhe was never here, nor any where elle; nor I don't know 
her if I ſee herz nor you neither, 

Jere, Good lack! What is the Matter now? Are any more of us to be mad ? 
Why, Sir, my Maſter longs to fee her z and is almoſt mad in good Earneft, with 
the joyful News of her being here, 

Scan. We are all under a Miſtake Ask no Queſtions, for T cannot reſolve 
you ; but Fl inform your Maſter. In the mean time, if our Proje& ſucceed no 
better with his Father, than it does with his Miſtreſs,, he may deſcend from his 
Exaltation of Madneſs into the Road of common Senſe, and be content only 
to be made a Fool with other reaſonable People. I hear Sir Samp/oun, You knew 
your Cue; Þ'll ro your Maſter, 


SCENE V. Jeremy, Sr Sampſon Legend, with a Lawyer. 


Sir Samp. D'ye ſee, Mr, Buckram, here's the Paper ſign'd with his own Hand. 
Buck. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready drawn in this Box, if ke be 
ready to fign and ſeal. | 
S1r Samp. Ready! Body o'me, he muſt be ready : His Sham- Sickneſs ſhan't 
excule him——O, here is his Scoundrel]. Sirrah where's your Maſter ? 
Fere. Ah, Sir, he is quite goae, Sir Sap. Gone! What, he is not dead > 
Jere. No, Sir, not dead. : | 
_ Sir damp. What, is he gone out of Town, run away, ha! has he trick'd me? 
ſpzak, Varler. | | | 
Jere, No, no, Sir, he is ſafe enough, Sir, an he were but as ſound, poor Ge:- 
tleman. He 1s indeed here, Sir, and not here, Sir. 


Sir Samp, Hey 


Sir Samp. Hey Day, Raſcal do you banter me ? Sirrah, do —_ 
Speak, Sirrah, ates þ he, for ] Nil find him, þ OY JO Omer ON 

Fere. Would you couid, -Sir ; for he has loſt himſelf. Indeed, Sir, I have al- 
moſt broke my Heart about him—— I cannot refrain Tears when I think of 
him, Sir: I'm as melancholy tor, him as a Paſſing-Bell, Sir; or a Horſe in a Pound 

Sir Samp. A Pox confound your Similitudes, Sir,—Speak to be underſtood 
and tell me in-plain Terms what the Matter is with him, or Ill crack your 
Fool's Skull. 

Jere. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that is the Matter with him, Sir; his Skull is 
crack'd, poor, Gentleman ; he is ſtark Mad, Sir. dir Samp, Mad! _ 

Buck, What 1s he Non Compos ? Jere, Quite Non Compos, Sir, 

Buck, Why then all is oblicerated, Sir Samp/on, it he be Non Compos mentis, 
his A& and Deed will be of no EffeR, it is not good in Law. 

Sir. Samp. Oons, 1 won't believe it; let me ſce him, Sir 
him find his Senſes, 

Fere. Mr, Scandal 1s with him, Sir; I'll knock at the Door. 

| Goes to the Scene, which Pens. 


SCENE VI, Sir Sampfon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy, and Lawyer 
(Valentine upon a Conch diſorderly dreſ5'd.) 


Sir Samp. How now, what's here to do? 

Yal. Ha! Who 1s that? | [ Starthng:; 

Scan, For Heav'n's ſake ſoftly, Sir, and gently; do not provoke him. 

Yal. Anſwer me; who is that? and that ? 

Sir Samp. Gods bobs, docs he not know me? Is he miſchievous? T'Il fpeak 
gently Val, Val, do'ſt thou not know me, Boy ? Nor know thy own Fa- 
ther, Yal! lam thy own Father, and this honeſt Brief Buckram the Lawyer, 

Yal It may be ſo——1I did not know you the World is full There 
are People that we do know, and People that we do not know ; and yet the 
Sun ſhines upon all alike There are Fathers that may have Children ; and 
there are Children thar may have Fathers 'tis ſtrange! But 1 am Truth, and 
come to give the World the Lie. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I know-not what to ſay to: him. 

Fal. Why does that Lawyer wear Black ? Does he carry his Conſcience 
withoutſide ?!—— Lawyer where art thou? Doſt thou know me : 

Buck, O Lord, whar-muſlt 1 ſay ?: Yes, Sir. 

Val. Thou lieſt, for T am Truth: *Tis-hard I cannot get a Livelyhood amongſt 
you, I have been ſworn out of JYeftminſter. Hall the firft Day of every Term— 
Ler me fee No Matter how long But Il tell you one Thing, it is a 
Queſtion that would puzzle an Arithmetician, if you ſhould ask him, whether 
the Bible faves more- Souls in- JYeſtminſter- Abby, or damns more in /YVeftminſier- 
Hall : For my Parr, I am 'Fruth,. and can't tel!; I have very few Acquainrance. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, he talks fenfibly in his Madnets—Has he no Intervals, 

Fere. Very ſhort, Sir, bot _ 8: 

Buck. Sir, I can do you no Service while he is in this Condition: Herc's'your 
Paper, Sir He may do me a Miſchief if I ffay—— The Conveyance. 1s rca= 
dy, Sir, if he recoyer his Scnſes. : D 
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SCENE VII, Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 

Sir $4. Hold, hold, don't you go yer. FR. 

ig You had better ler bit go, Sir; and ſend forchim, if there be Occaf@. 
cn ; for 1 fancy his Preſence provokes him more, f "36 | ; 

Mal. I; the Lawyer gone? *Tis well, then we may drink about without going 
togcther by the Ears—— heigh ho! Whar a Clock is 1t? My Pather here 
Your Bleſſing, Sir?! 

Sir Samp. He recovers—Bleſs thee, Val. How dolt thou do, Boy? 

Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well—el have been a little out of Order; won't 
you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 

Sir Sap. Ay Boy, —Come, thou fit down by me. 

Val. Sir, 'tis my Duty to walt, 

Sir Sap. No, no, come, come, fit thee down, honeſt Ya/: How dofſt thou 
do? let me feel thy Pulle Oh, pretty well now, FYal. Body o'me, I was 
forry to ſee thee indiipoſed: Bur I am glad thou art better, honeſt Yay, 

Val. I thank you, Sir, 

Scan. Miracle! The Monſter grows loving. [ Afede. 

Sir Samp, Let me feel thy Hand again, Val. It does not ſhake—— TI believe 
thou canſt write, Val: Ha, Boy? thou canfit write thy Name, Yal?——Feremy, 
ſtep and overtake Mr, Buckram, bid him make haſte back with the Conveyance—— 


quick. [1s Whiſper to Jeremy. 


SCENE VIII. Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal. 


S:an, That ever I ſhould fuſpe& ſuch a Heathen of any Remorſe ! [4/ide. 

Sir Sap. Do'lt thou know this Paper, Yal? I know thou'rt honeſt, and wilt 
pertorm Articles, [ Shews him the Paper, but holds it out of his Reach. 

Val. Pray let meiſee it, Sir, You hold it fo far off, thar 1 cannot tell whe- 
ther I know it or no. 

Sir Samp, Sce-it, Boy ? Aye, aye, why thou doſt ſee it——tis thy own Hand, 
Lally. Why, let melee, I can read ir as plain as can be : Look you here | Reads.) 
The Condition of this Obligation Look you, as plain as can be, ſo it begins—— 
And then at the Bottom-— 4s Witneſs my Hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, 
In great Letters. Why ?rtis as.plain as the Noſe in one's Face: What, are my 
Eyes better than thine ? I believe 1 can read it farther off yet——ler me ſce. 


. (Stretches bis Arm as far as be can, 
Yal. Will you pleale to let me hold ir, Sir? 


Sir $477p. Let thee hold it, fay'it thou——Aye, with all my Heart—Whart 
Matter 1s it who holds? W hat need any Body hold it ?———]1'Il pur it in my 
Pocket, al. and then no Body need hold it. [Pats the Paper in his Pocket. 


There Yal: it's ſafe enough Boy ——-But thou ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou 
haft ſet thy Hand to another Paper, little Yal. 


SCENE IX. [To them] Jeremy with Buckram. 
 FYal, What, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, it is the Lawyer with an 
itching Palm ; and he's come to be ſcratch'd My Nails are nor Jong enough 


Let me have a Pair of red-hot Tongs, quickly, quickly, and you ſhall, 
ice mo aft St, Danian, and lead the Devil by the Nofe. | 


Bucs, Q 
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Buck. O Lord, ler ine be gone; 1 will not venture my ſelf with a Madman, 


SCENE X. Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


Val. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run fo faſt, Honeſty will not overtake you== 
Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue. found me out to be in Forms Panuperis preſently, 

Sir Samp. Qons! what a Vexation is here! I know not what to do or lay, 
nor which way to go. 

ral, Who's that, that's out of h'5 Way ?—T am Truth, and can fet him 
right Harkce, Friend, the ſtrait Road is the worſt Way you can go-— 
He that follows his Noſe awlways, will very often be led into a Stink. Prova- 
zum ej. Bur what are you for? Religion or Politicks ? There's a couple of To- 
picks for: you, no more like one another than Oil and Vinegar z and yet thoſe 
beaten together by a State-Cook, make Sauce for the whole Nation. ; 

Ir Sap. W hat the Devil had I to do, ever to beget Sons? Why did I eyer 
marry 2? 

Val. Becauſe thou wert a Monſter; old Boy : The two greateſt Monſters 
in the World, are a Man and a Woman: What is thy Opinion? 

Sir Samp. Why, my Opinion is, that thofe two Monſters join'd together, make 
yet a greater, that is a Man and his Wife. 

Val. A ha! Oid True-penny, fay'it thou ſo? thou haſt nick'd it-——— But it 
15s wonderful ſtrange, Feremy. Fer. What is, Sir? | 

Val. That grey Hairs ſhould cover a green. Head —— and I make a Fool of 
my Farther. What is here ? Erra Pater : Or a bearded $341]? It Prophecy comes, 
Truth muſt give Place. 


SCENE XI. Sir Sampſon, Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, Ars. Frail. 

Fore. What fays he ? Whar, did he prophefie? Haz. Sir Samp/on, bleſs us! How 
we we? ©: 

Sir Samp. Are we? A Pox o'your Prognoſtication——— Why, we are Fools as. 
we us'd to be Oons, that you could not foreſee, that the Moon would pre- 
dominate, and my Son be mad-—Where's your Qppolitions, your T'rinzs, and 
your Quadrats? W hat did your Carday and your Prolomy tell you? Your. 
Meſſabalab and your Longomontanns,. your Harmony of Chiromancy with Altro- 
logy. Ah! pox on't, that I that know the World, and Men and Manners, 
that don't believe a Syllable in the Sky and Stars, and Sun and Almanacks, and 
Traſh, ſhould be direed by a Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and defer Buſineſs in 
ExpeCtation of a lucky Hour: When, Body o'me, rnere was never a lucky Hour 
after the firſt Opportunity. | 


SCENE XIE Scandal, Forefight, Mrs: Forefight, Mrs. Frai!. 

Fore. Ah, Sir Samp/ey, Heav'n help your Head ——This is none of your 
lucky Hour z Nemo omnibus horis ſapit. What, is he gone, and in Contempt oz 
Science! I] Stars, and uncenvertibie Tgnorance attend him. | 

Scan, You muſt excuſe bis Paſſion, Mr Forejight z for he has been hearvily 
vexed— His Son is Non. compos mentis, and thereby incapable ot making any Cons 
veyance in Law; ſo that all his Meaſures are diſappointed. #74, Ha {ay you lo! 

Erail,-W hat has my Sea- Lover lolt his Arnzhor of Hope then? _ ; | 
[ Ajide to Mrs. Forchight, bits. Fore, © 
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Mrs. Fore. O Siſter, what will you do with him ? | 

Frail, Do with him! fend him to Sea agan in the next foul Weather——He js 
vſed to an inconſtant Element, and won't be ſurpris'd to ſee the Tide turn'd, 

Fore, W herein was I miſtaken, not to forelee_this ? { Conſiders, 

S:an. Madam, You and I can tell him ſomthing elſe, that' he did not fore- 
ſce, and more particularly relating to his own Fortune. [ Afae to Mrs. Foreſight. - 

Mrs. Fore. What do you mean? I don't underſtand you. 

$:an. Huth, ſofrly— the Pleaſures of lait Night, my Dear, too conſiderable 
to be forgot ſo foon. 

Mrs. Fore, Laſt Night ! and what would your-Impudence infer from laſt Night ; 
Jait Night was like the Night before, I think. 

Scan. 'Sdeath, do you make no Difference between me and your-Huſband ? 

. Mrs. Fore. Not much—he is {uperſtitious z and you are mad in my Opinion. 
Scan. You make me mad You are not feriou:——Pray recollect your ſelf. 
Mrs. Fore. O yes, now 1 remember, you were very impertinent and impudent, 

——-ind would not come to Bed to' me, 

Scan. And did not ? 

Mrs. Fore, Did not! WitH what Face can you ask the Queſtion? 

Scan, This I have heard of before, but never believ'd. 1 have been told ſhe 
had that admirable Quality of forgeting to a Man's Face in the Morning, that 
ſhe had lain with him all Night, and denying that ſhe had done Favours with 
more Impudence, than the could grant *em——— Madam, I'm your humble Ser- 
vant, -and honour you. You look pretty well, Mr. Forefight.—— How did 
you reſt Jaſt Night ? 

Fore, Truly Mr, Scaxzdal, 1 was ſo taken up with broken Dreams and diſtrafted 
Viſions, that 1 remember little, a 

Scan, 'T'was a very forgetting Night.—But would you not talk with 
Valentine, perhaps you may underſtand him; I am apt to believe, there is ſome- 


thing myſterious in his Ditcourſe, and ſometimes rather think him inſpir'd than 


mad, | 
Fore, You ipeak with ſingular good Judgment, Mr, Scandal, truly—— TI am 


anclining to your Turkiſh Opinion 1n this Matter, and do reverence a Man whom 


the Vuigar think mad. Let us go to him, 
Frail. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; T'il find out my Lover, and give him 
his Dilcharge, and come to you. O'my Confcience here he comes. 


SCENE XII. Mrs. Frail, Ben. 


Ben, All mad, I think Fleſa, I believe all the Calentares of the Sea are 
come aſhore, for my Parr. Frail. Mr. Benjamin in Choler! 
Ben. No, 1 am pleaſed well enough, now I have found you, — Meſs, I have 


-had ſuch a Huriicane upon your Aecount yonder.——— 


Frail. My Account ! pray what is the Matter ? 

Ben. Why, Father came and found me (quabling with yon chitty-fac'd thing, 
as he would have me marry, fo he ask'd what was the Matter,-—He ask'd in a 
furly tort of a Way (it ſcems Brother Ya). is gone mad, and ſo that put'n 
mto 2 Paſſion; bur what did I know that, what's that to me?) So he alk'd 
in a {urly tort of Manner, and Gad I anſwer'd 'en as ſurlily, What tho'f 

| | he 
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he be my Father, 1 an't bound Prentice to 'en : — fo faith I told'n in plain 


Terms, if I were minded to marry, I'd marry to pleaſe my ſelf, not him : And 
for the young Woman that he had provided for me, I thought it more fitting 
for her to learn her Sampler, and make Dirt-Pies, than to look after a Huſband ; 
for my Part I was none of her Man I had another Voyage to make, let him 
cake it as he will. 

Frail. So.then, you intend to go to Sea apain ? 

Ben. Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you——— but I would not tell him {> 
 much- So he ſaid he'd make my Heart ake; and if ſo be he could get a Wo- 
man to his Mind, he'd marry himlelf, Gad, ſays I, an you play the Fool and 
marry at theſe Years, there is more Danger of your Head's aking than my 
Heart, —-He was woundy angry when I gave him that Wipe— He had nor a 
Word to ſay, and ſo [ left him and the green Girl together ; may-hap the Bee may 
bite, and he'll marry her himſelf, with all my Hearr. 

Frail, And were you this undutiful and graceleſs Wretch to your Father ? 

Ben. Then why was he gracclels firſt, if I am undutiful and graceleſs, why 
did he beget me io? I did not get my ſelf. | 

Frail, O Impiety ! How have I been miſtaken ! What an inhuman mercilcſ; 
Creature have I ſet my Heart upon? O I am happy to have dilcover'd the Shelyes 
and Quickſands that lurk beneath thar faithleſs ſmiling Face. 

Ben, Hey tols! What is the Matter now? Why you ben't angry, be you ? 

Frail. O fee me no more—— for thou wert born among Rocks, ſuckl'd by 
W hales, cradled in a Tempeſt, and whiſtled ro by Winds; and thou art come 
im with Fins and Scales, and three Rows of Teeth, a molt outrageous Fiſh of 

rey. 

Gu O Lord, O Lord, ſhe is mad, poor young Woman, Love has turn'd her 
Senſes, her Brain is quite overſet. Well-a-day, how ſhall I do to {et her to rights ? 

Frail. No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, | am wiſe enough to find you out—— 
Hadſt thou the Impudence to aſpire at being a Huſband with that ſtubborn and 
diſobedient Temper ?—You that know not how to tubmit to a Father, preſume 
tro have a ſufficient Stock of Duty to undergo a Wife ? I ſhould have been fine- 
ly fobb'd indeed, very finely fobb'd. 

Ben, Harkee Forſooth; If fo be that you are in your right Senſes, d'ye ſee; 
for ought as I perceive I am like to be finely tobb'd, if I have got Anger 
here upon your Account, and you are tack'd about already.— W hat d'ye mean, 
after all your fair Speeches, and ftroaking my Cheeks, and kiſſing and hugging, 
what would you ſheer off ſo? Would you, and leave me aground ? 

Frail. No, Tl leave you a-drift, and go which Way you will. 

Ben. Whar, are you falſe hearted then? Frail, Only the Wind is chang'd. 

Ben, More ſhame for you the Wind is chang'd—lc is an ill Wind blows 
no Body good, may- hap I have a good Riddance on you, if theſe be vour 
Tricks, — what did you mean all this while, to make a Fool of me? 

Frail. Any Fool, but a Husband. 

Ben. Huſband! Gad I would not be your Huſband, if you wculd haye me, 
now-I know your Mind; tho'f you had your weight in Gold and Jewels, and 
tho'f I lov'd you never to well, 

Frail. Why, can'{t thou love, Porpuſſe ? 


(3 Ben, No 


| 
| 
| 
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Ben. No matter what I-can doz don't call Names — -— 1 don't Tove you fo 
well as to bear thar, whatever I did,- Pm glad you ſhew your ſelf Miſtreſs; 
Ler them marry you, as don't know you :>— Gad I know you too well, by ſad 
Experience; I believe he that marries you will go to fea in a Hen-peck'd Fri- 
gat] bclicyve that, young Woman——and may-hap may come to an Anchot 
at Cuckolds- Point , lo there is a Daſh for you, take 1t as you will; may-hap you 
may holla after me when I won't come too. Frail, Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't— 
My true Love 1s gone to Sea [' Sings, 


SCENE XIV, Mrs. Frail, Mrs. Foreſight. 


Frail. O Sifter, had you come a Minute ſooner, you would have ſeen the Re- 
ſolution of a Lover, Honeſt Tarr and 1 are parted ;—and with the ſame In- 
difference that we met :=O'my Life I am half vex*d at the Inſenfibility of a Brute 
that I deſpis'd. Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 

Frail. Moſt tyrannically——for you ſee he has got the ſtart of me; and I the 
poor forſaken Maid ain lett complaining on the Shore. Bur I'll tell you a Hint 
that he has given me; Sir Sampſon 18 enraged, and talks deſperately of commitr- 
ting Matrimony himſelf [t he has a Mind to throw himſelf away, he can't 
do it more effeCtually than upon me, if'we could bring it abour. 

Mrs. Fore, O hang him old Fox, he is too cunning, beſides he hates both you 
and me. But 1 have a Project in my Head for you, and | have gone a good 
Way towards it. I have almoſt made a Bargain with Feremy, FYalenting's Man, 
to (ell his Maſter to us. Frail. Sell him, how ? 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me for her, and Jeremy ſays 
will take any Body for her that he 1mpoles on him. Now I have promiſed 
him Mountains, 1t in one of his mad Fits he will bring you to him in her ſtead, 
and get you marry'd together, and put to Bed rogether;z and after Conſummati- 
on, Girl, there is no reyoking. And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, he will be 


glad art leaſt ro make you a good Settlement Here they come, ſtand aſide a 
little, and tell me how you like the Defſtgn. 


SCENE XV. Mrs. Foreſight, Mrs. Frail, Valentine, Scandal, Foreſight, 
and Jeremy. 


Scan, And have you given your Maſter a Hint of their Plot upon him? 
{ To Jeremy. 
Jere. Yes, Sirz he ſays he'll fayour it, and miſtake her for Angelica. 

Scan, It may make us ſport. Fore. Mercy on us! 

Yal. Huſhr interrupt me not——[P']l whiſper Predi&ion to thee, and thou 
ſhalt Propheſle ; | am Truth, and can teach thy Tongue a new Trick, 
1 have told thee what is paſt——Now I will tell what is ro come ;———Doft thou 
know what will happen to Morrow ?——Anſwer me not——for I will tell thee. 
To Morrow Knaves will thrive thro* Craft, and Fools thro' Fortune ; and Ho- 
neſty will go as it did, Froſt-nipt in a Summer Suit. Ask me Queſtions con- 
cerning to Morrow. Scan. Aſk him, Mr. Foreſight. 

Fore. Pray what will be done at Court ? 


Fal, S:andal will tell you z-—1 am Truth, I neyer come there, 
Fire, In the City ? 


Fal, Oh, 
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Pal. Oh, Prayers will by faid in empty Churches, at the uſui] Hours, Yet 
you will ſee ſuch zealous Faces behind Counters, as if Religion were to be ſold 
!n every Shop. Oh things will go merhodically in the City, the Clocks will 
ſtrike Twelve at Noon, and the horn'd Herd Buz in the Exchange at Two, 
Huſbands and Wives will drive diſtinft Trades, and Cire and Pleaſure leparate- 
ly occupy the Family. Coftee-houſes will be tull of Smoak and Stratagem: And 
the cropt Prentice that ſweeps his Maſter's Shop in the Morning, may ten t» 
one dirty his Sheets before Night. Bur there are two things that you will (cc 
very ſtrange; which are wanton Wives with their Legs at Liberty, and tame 
Cuckolds with Chains about their Necks. Burt hold, I muſt examine you befors 
1 go further; you look ſulpictouſly. Are you a Huſband ? 

Fore,” | am married. 

Pal. Poor Creature ! Is your Wife of Covent-Garden Pariſh ? 

Fore. No; St Martin's in the Fields. | 

Pal. Alas! poor Man ! his Eyes are ſunk, and his Hands ſhrivell'd; his Legs 
dwindled, and his Back bow'd: Ptay, pray, for a Metamorphotis Change 
thy Shape, and ſhake off Age ; get thee Medea's Kettle, and be boiled a-new ; 
come forth with lab'ring callous Hands, a Chine of Steel, and At/as's Shoul- 
ders, Let Talicotius trim the Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pe- 
deſtals ro ſtand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the Face, Ha, ha, hz! 
That a Man ſhould have a Stomach ro a Wedding Supper, when the Pidgeon: 
ought rather to be laid to his Feet ! ha, ha, ha. 
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be very glad to confer with you about theſe Things which he has uttered — 
His Sayings are very myſterious and hieroglyphica]. 

Lal. Oh, why ſhould Angelica be ablent trom my Eves io long ? 

Fere. She 1s here Sir. | Mrs. Fore, Now, Sitter 

Frail. O Lord, what muſt I fay 

Scan, Humour him, Madam, by all Means. 

Yal. Where is ſhe? Oh 1 ſee her ——<the comes like Riches, Hez'th 2ny ! 
berty at once, to a deſpairing, ſtarving, and abandon'd Wretch 
Oh welcome, welcome, Frail, How d've Sir ? Can | terve you ? 

Pal. Hark'ec ;z—0—[ have a Secret to tell you——Endrmion and the Moon thu 
meer us upon Mount Latmo:, and we'll be marry'd in the &ead of the Night. — 


Cy 
mo 


Bur fay not a Word.. Hymen ſhall put his Torch into a dark Linthore, that 
it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall pive her Peacock Poppy-Warcr, that be muy 
fold his ogling Tail, and Argugs hundred Eyes be thur, ha? No Bocy ite! 
know, but Jeremy. 

Frai!, No, no, we'll keep it ſecret ; it ſhall b» done preten:!y 


* 


Va!. The ſooner the better ———— Teremy, come hither — lo5K = that 
none may over- hear us !--- Jeremy, | can tcll you News; frye 4s throes News, 
and { am turning Fryar, and yer we'll marry one another 1 {p:tc of tte Bo non 
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Ben. No matter what I-can do; don't call Names — -— I dow't love you {» 
well as to bear that, whatever I did,- Pm glad you ſhew your ſelf Miſtreſs :... 
Let them marry you, as don't know you ;'—— Gad I know you too well, by ſad 
Experience I believe he that marries you will go to ſea in a Hen-peck'q Pri- 
pat——-l belicve that, young Woman——and may-hap may come to an Anchor 
at Cuckolds- Point; o there is a Daſh for you, take it as you will; may-hap you 
may holla after me when I won't come too. Frail, Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't— 
My true Love 1s gone to Sea | { Sings, 


SCENE XIV, Mrs. Frail, Mrs. Foreſight. 


Frail. O Siſter, had you come a Minute ſooner, you would have ſeen the Re. 
ſolution of a Lover, Honeſt Tarr and 1 are parted ;-—and with the ſame In- 
difference that we met :!=O'my Life I am halt vex*d at the Inſenfibility of a Brute 
that I deſpis'd. Mrs. Fore. What then, he borc it moſt heroically ? 

Frail. Moſt tyrannically——for you ſee he has got the ſtart of me; and I the 
poor forſaken Maid am lett complaining on the Shore. Bur TI! tell you a Hint 
that he has given me; Sir Sampſon 1s enraged, and talks deſperately of commir- 
ting Matrimony himlelf [t he has a Mind to throw himlelt away, he can't 
do it more effeCtually than upon me, if'we coutd bring it abour, 

Mrs. Fire, O hang him old Fox, he is too cunning, beſides he hates both you 
and me. But. 1 have a Project in my Head for you, and | have gone a good 
Way towards it. TI have almoſt made a Bargain with Feremy, Yalenting's Man, 
to (&ll his Maſter to us. Frail. Sell him, how ? 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me for her, and Jeremy ſays 
will take any Body for her that he impoſes on him. Now I have promiſed 
him Mountains, 1t in one of his mad Fits he will bring you to- him in her ſtead, 
and get you marry'd together, and put to Bed together; and.after Conſummati- 
on, Girl, there 1s no reyvoking. And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, he will be 


glad at leaſt ro make you a good Settlement Here they come, ſtand aſide a 
little, and tell me how you like the Deſtgn. 


SCENE XV. M7. Foreſight, Mrs. Frail, Valentine, Scandal, Foreſight, 
| and Jeremy, 

Scan, And have you given your Maſter a Hint of their Plot upon him? 

{ To Jeremy. 

Jere. Yes, Sir he ſays he'll fayour it, and miſtake her for ngelica. 

Scan, It may make us ſport. Fore. Mercy on us! 

Lal. Huſhr interrupt me not—P]l whiſper Predi&ion to thee, and thou 
ſhalt Propheſie | am Truth, and can teach thy Tongue a new Trick, — 
1 have told thee what is paſt——Now I will tell what is ro come ;—Þ= Doft thou 
know what will happen to Morrow ?——Anſwer me not——for L will tell thee. 
To Morrow Knaves will thrive thro' Craft, and Fools thro' Fortune z and Ho- 
neſty will go as it did, Froſt-nipt in a Summer Suit. Ask me Quettions con- 


cerning to Morrow, Scan. Aſk him, Mr. Foreſight. 
Fore. Pray what will be done at Court ? 


Fal. S:andal will tell you z>-—1 am Truth, I neyer come there, 
Fure, In the City ? | 


Lal. Ot, 


Pal. Oh, Prayers will by- ſaid in empty Churches, at the uſual} Hours, Yet 
you will ſee ſuch zealous Faces behind Counters, as if Religion were to be ſold 
in every Shop. Oh things will go methodically in the City, the Clocks will 
ſtrike Twelve at Noon, and the horn'd Herd Buz in the Exchange at Two. 
Huſbands and Wives will drive diſtin&t Trades, and Cire and Pleaſure ſeparate- 
ly occupy the F amily. Coffee-houſes will be full of Smoak and Stratagem : And 
the cropt Prentice that hay his Maſter's Shop in the Morning, may ten t» 
one dirty his Sheets before Night. Burt there are two things that you will ſee 
very ſtrange; which are wanton Wives with their Legs at Liberty, and tame 
Cuckolds with Chains about their Necks. But hold, I muſt examine you before 
1 go further; you look ſulpiciouſly. Are you a Huſband ? 

Fore,” | am married. 

Yal. Poor Creature ! Is your Wife of Covent-Garden Pariſh ? 

Fore. No; St Martin's in the Fields. 

Val. Alas! poor Man ! his Eyes are ſunk, and his Hands ſhrivell'd; his Legs 
dwindled, and his Back bow'd: Ptay, pray, for a Metamorphoſis Change 
thy Shape, and ſhake off Age ; get thee AMedea's Kettle, and be boiled a-new ; 
come forth with lab'ring callous Hands, a Chine of Steel, and | 4z/as's Shoul- 
ders, Let Talicotius trim the Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pe- 
deſtals ro ſtand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the Face, Ha, ha, ha! 
That a Man ſhould have a Stomach ro a Wedding Supper, when the Pidgeons 
ought rather to be laid to his Feet ! ha, ha, ha. 

Fore, His Frenzy is very high now, Mr, Scandal. 

Scan. | believe it is a ſpring Tide, 

Fore. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe Matters—— Mr. Scandal, I ſhall 
be very glad to confer with you about theſe Things which he has uttered — 
His Sayings are very myſterious and hieroglyphical. 

FYal. Oh, why ſhould Angelica be ablent from my Eyes ſo long ? 

Fere. She is here Sir. Mrs. Fore, Now, Siſter. 

Frail, O Lord, what muſt I ſay ? 

Scan, Humour him, Madam, by all Means. 

Val. Where is ſhe? Oh1 ſee her ——ſhe comes like Riches, 'Health and Li- 
herty at once, to a deſpairing, ſtarving, and abandon'd Wretch. 

Oh welcome, welcome. Frail, How d'ye Sir? Can [ ſerve you ? 

Pal, Hark'ee ;——2 have a Secret to tell you=—Endymion and the Moon ſhall 
meet us upon Mount Latmo:, and we'll be marry'd in the dead of the Night.— 
Bur ſay not a Word, Hymen ſhall put his Torch into a dark Lanthorn, that 
it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give her Peacock Poppy-Warter, that he may 
fold his ogling Tail, and 4rgus's hundred Eyes be ſhur, ha? No Body ſhall 
know, bur Feremy. 

Frail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret; it ſhall b2 done preſently. : 

Val. The ſooner the better Jeremy, come hither. _— cloſe; that 
none may over- hear us !--- Jeremy, I can tell you News; Angelica is turned Nun, 
and { am turning Fryar, and yet we'll marry one another in [pite of the Pope—— 
Get me a Coul and Beads, thatI may play my Part, — Por ſhe'll meet me two 


Hours hence in black and white, and a long Veil to coyer the Project, and we 
G 2 won't 
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won't ſee one another's Faces, 'till we have done ſomething to be aſham'd of; 
and then we'll bluth once for all. | 


SCENE XVI. [To them] Tattle and Angelica. 


Jere. I'll take care, and——— Val. Whiſper, | 

Ang. Nay, Mr. Tatile, if you make Love to me, you ſpoil my Deſign; for 
T intend to make you my Confident. 

Tatt. But, Midam, to throw away your Perſon, {uch a Perſon! and ſuch a 
Fortune, on a Madman ! | 

Ang. I never loved him 'tiil he was mad ; but don't teil any Body ſo, 

$:aa. How is this! Tattle making Love to Angelica 7 

Tatt. 'T&ll, Madam! alaſs you do not know me——l have much ado to tel} 
your Ladyſhip, how long I have been in Love with you—— but encourag'd 
by the Impoſlibility of Yalentine's making any more Addreſſes to you, I have 
ventured to declare the yery inmoſt Paſſion ot my Heart. Oh, Madam, look 
upon us both. There you ſee the Ruins of a poor decay'd Creature=—Here, 
a compleat lively Figure, with Youth and Health, and all his five Senſes 1n Per- 
fc&tion, Madam; and to all this, the moſt paſſionate Lover 

Ang. O fic for Shame, hold your Tongue : A paſſionate Lover, and five Sen- 
ſes in Perfetion! when you are as mad as Valentine, Þ'll believe you love me, 
and the maddelt ſhall rake me. Val. It is enough. Ha! Who's here? 

Frail. O Loid, her coming will ſpoil all. [To Jeremy, 

Zere. No, no, Madam, he won't know her ; if heſhould, I can perſuade him, 

Val. Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners? If they are, I will tell you what 
I think get away all the Company but Angelica, that 1 may diſcover m 
Deſign to her. [ 1/biſper. 

Scan. | wil—— TI have diſcover'd ſomething of Tait, that is of a Picce 
with Mrs, Frail. He courts Angelica; if we could contrive to couple them to- 

ether——Hark'ee [ Yhiſper. 

Mrs. Fore. He won't know you Couſin 3 he knows no Body. 

Fore, But he knows more than any Body, Oh Neice, he knows Things 
paſt and to come, and all the profound Secrets of Time. 

Taiz. Look you, Mr. Fore/ight, it is not my Way to make many Words of 
Matters, and io I ſhan't ſay much,——But in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I will hold you - 
a hundred Pound now, that I know more Secrets than he, 

Fore, How ! I cannot read that Knowledge in your Face, Mr, Tattle— Pray, 
what do you know ? 

Tati. Why, d'ye think T'll tell you, Sir! Read it in my Face? No, Sir, *tis 
written in my Heart; and fafer there, Sir, than Letters writ in Juice of Lemon, 
for no Firc can fetch it out. I am no Blab, Sir. 

Val. Acquaint Zeremy with it, he may eaſily bring it about.—— They are 
welcome, and I'll tell chem ſo my ſelf. {ToScandal.] W hat, do you look ſtrange 
upon me? Then I muſt be plain, | Coming up to them.] L am Truth, and hate 
an od Acquaintance with a new Face, [ Scandal goes 2/ide with Jeremy. 

Tatt. Do you know me /alentine ? 

Yal. You? Whoare you? No, I hope not. 

Tait. 1 am Fack Taiile, your Friend, 


Pal. My 
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Val. My Friend ! what to do? I am no married Man, and thou canſt not lic 
with my Wife: Fam very poor, and thou canſt not borrow Money of mc: 
Then what Employment have I for a Friend? 

Tatt, Hah! A good open Speaker, and not tobe truſted with a Secret. 

Ang. Do you know me Valentine? PYal. Oh very well. Ang. Whoam]? 

Val. You area Woman ——Qne to whom Heay'n gave Beauty, when it grafted 
Roſes on a Briar, You are the RefleQtion of Heav'n in a Pond, and he that leaps 
at you is ſunk, _ You are all white, a Sheet of lovely ſpotleſs Paper, when you 
firſt are born; but you are tro- be ſcrawled and blotted by every Gooſe's Quill. 
I know you; for | loved a Woman, and loved her fo long, that I found out a 
{ſtrange Thing : I found out 'what a Woman was good for. 

Tat#t, Aye, prithee, what is that * 


Val. W hy, to keep a Secret. Tatt, O Lord! 
Lal. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho' ſhe ſhould tell, yer ſh* 
15 not to be believed. - Tait, Hah! good again, faith. 


Pal. I would have Muſick— Sing me the Song that I like—— 


SON G Set by Mr, Finger. 
I. II. 
| Tell.thee, Charmion, conld I Time revive, jFor by onr weak and weary Truth, T find, 
And conld again begin to Love and Live, |Love hates to center in a Point aſſign'd;-. 
To you I ſhould my earlieſt Off "ring give ; 1But runs with Foy the Circle of the Mind. 
know my Eyes would lead my Heart to yon, Then never let us chain what ſhould be free, 
And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew; | But for Relief of either Sex agree : 


But to be plain, I never would be true, Since Women love ta change, and ſo do we. 
No more, for I am melancholly. { Walks muſing. 

Jere. PIl do't, Sir. { To Scandal. 

Scan, Mr, Fore/ight, we had beſt leave him. He may grow outrageous, and 
do Miſchief, Fure, I will be dirc&ed by you. | 

Fere, {to Mrs, Frail.] You'll meet, Madam ;-—l'll take care every thing ſhall 
be ready. | 

Frail. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt; in ſhort, I will deny thee nothing. 

Tatt. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you ? { To Angelica, 


Ang, No, I will ſtay with him Mr, Scandal will prote&t me. Aunt, 
Mr. Taitle defires you would give him Leave to wait on you. 

Tatt, Pox on't, there is no coming off, now ſhe has faid that Madam, . 
will you do me the Honour ?- 

Mrs, Fore. Mr, Tattle might have us'd leſs Ceremony. 


SCENE XVII, Angelica, Valentine, Scandal. 

Scan. Jeremy, follow Taitle. 

Ang. Mr. S:andal, 1 only ſtay *till my Maid comes, and becauſe ] had a Mind 
to be rid of Mr. Taztle, | 

Scan. Madam, I am glad that I over-heard a better Reaſon, which you gave 
to Mr. Tattle; for his Impertinence forced you to acknowledge a Kinanels for 
Valentiae, which you denied -to all his Sufferings and my Sollicitations, So [ 
will leave him to make uſe of the Diſcovery; and your Ladyſhip to the free Con-. 
teſion of your Inclinations, Anz. Oh 


— 
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Ang. Oh Heav'ns! You won't leave me alone with a Madman ? 
S:an. No, Madam; I' only leave a Madman to his Remedy, 


SCENE XVIII. Angelica, Valentine, 


Val. Madam, you need not be very much afraid, for I fancy I begin to cometo 
my felf. Ang. Aye, but if I don't fit you, Fl be hang'd. 1 Aſide, 

Val. You fee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; Gods have been in coun- 
terfeired Shapes for the ſame Reaſon; and the divine Part of me, my Mind, has 
worn this Maſque of Madneſs, and this motly Livery, only as the Slaye of Loye, 
and menial Creature of your Beauty. 

Ang. Nescy on me, how he talks ! poor Yalentine. : 
| Val. Nay, Faith, now let us underſtand one another, Hypocrific part————_—_ 
| The Comedy draws towards an End, and ler us think of leaving acting, and be 
| our ſelves; and fince you have loved me, you muſt own, I have art length de- 
| ſerv'd you ſhould confels ir. 

Ang. [Sighs.] 1 would I had loved you for Heav'n knows I pity you ; 
and could I have foreſeen the bad Effects, I would have ſtriven ; but that is too 
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late. | . | [Sphs. 
| Pal, W hat ſad EffeRts ? What is too late? My ſeeming Madneſs has de- 
q ceiv'd my Father, and procured me Time to think of Means to reconcile me to 


him, and preſerve the Right of my Inheritance to his Eſtate z which otherwiſe, 
by Articles, I muſt this Morning have reſign'd : And this I had informed you of 
0-day, but you were gone, before I knew you had been here. 
t Ang. How! I thought your Love of me had cauſed this Tranſport in your 
F Soul a, it ſeems, you only counterfeired, for mercenary Ends, and ſordid 
| {nteret. 

Pal. Nay, now you wrong me; for if any Intereſt was conſidered, it was yours; 

fnce I thought I wanted more than Love, to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary——— But how am I deluded by this 
q Interval of Senſe, to reaſon with a Madman 2 
Fl J'ai. Oh, 'tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer, 


SCENE XIX. [To them] Jeremy. 
h Ang. Oh here is a reaſonable Creature ——. ſure he will not have the Impu- 


dence to perſevere———Come, Jeremy, acknowledge your Trick, and confeſs your 
Matter's Madneſs counterfeit. 

Jere, Counterfeit, Madam ! I'll maintain him to be as abſolutely and ſubſtan- 
tially mad, as any Freeholder in Bethlehem ! Nay, he is as mad, as any Projector, 
Fanarick, Chymiſt, Lover, or Poer in Europe. 
| al. Sirrah, you liez I am not mad, _ng. Ha, ha, ha! you ſee hedenies it. 


/ere. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any Madman . mad enough to 
fl own it? al. Sort, can't you apprehend ? | 
Ang. Why he talk'd very lenfibly juſt now. 


Jere. Yes, Madam, he has Intervals: But you ſee he begins to look wild | 
apaln 1f1OW. 


Val. Why you thick-ſ:ull'd Raſcal, I tell you the Farce is done, and I will 
De mad no longer, . [Beats him, 


Ang, Ha, 


Ang. Ha, ba, ha! is he mad or no, Feremy ? 

ere. Partly, I think—— for he does not know his own Mind two Hourg— 
I'm ſure 1 left him juſt now in a Humour to be mad: And I think I- have not 
found him quiet at this Preſent. Who's there? [ One knocks 

Fal. Go lee, you Sot. | am glad that I can move your Mirth, tho? not your 
Compaſſion, 

Ang. | 1d not think you had Apprehenſion enough to be exceptious : But 
Madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, by over-pretending to a ſound Underſtanding ; as 
drunken Men do by over-afting Sobriety ; I was half inclining to believe you 
'rill i accidentally rouch'd upon your tender Part: But now you have reſtored 
me to my former Opinion and Compaſſion. 

ere. Sir, your Father has ſent ro know if you are any better yet—— Will 
you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how ? 

Val. Stupidity : You know the Penalty of all I am worth muſt pay for the 
7 ome of my Senſes; [ am mad, and will be mad to every Body but this 

ady. 

Tere, S0——— Juſt the very backſide of Truth, But lying is a Figure in 
$pecch, that interlards the greateſt Part of my Converlation—— Madam, your 
Ladyſhip?*s Woman. 

SCENE XX, Valentine, Angelica, Jenny. 


Ang. Well, have you been there? Come hither. 

Zenny. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon you preſently. { Afide to Ang, 

Val. You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ! 

Ang. Would ary thing, but a Madman, complain of Uncertainty ? Uncerrain- 
ty and ExpeCtation are the Joys of Life. Security is an infipid thing, and the 
overtaking and poſſefling of a Wiſh, diſcovers the Folly of the Chale. Never 
let us know one another better; for the Pleaſure of a Maſquerade is done, when 
we come to ſhew our Faces ; but I will tell you two things before I leave you; 
I am not the Fool you take me for; and you are mad, and don't know it. | 


SCENE XXI. Valentine, Jeremy. 


Pal. From a Riddle, you can expect nothing but a Riddle. There is my In- 
ſiruQion, and the Moral of my Leſſon. | 

Fere. What, is the Lady gone again, Sir? I hope you underſtood one another 
before ſhe went, þ 

Pal. Underitood ! She is harder to be underſtood than a Piece of Ag yptian | 
- Antiquity, or an Jriſþ Manuſcript; you may pore till you ſpoil your Eyes, and 

not improve your Knowledge. 

ere. I have heard them lay, Sir, they read hard Hebrew Books backwards 3 
may be you. begin to read at the wrong End. 

Pal. They ſay ſo of a Witch's Prayer, and Dreams and Dztch Almanacks are 
to be underſtood by Contraries. Burt there is a Regalarity and Method in that ; 
ſhe is a Medal without a Reverſe or Inſcription, for Indifference has both fides 
alike. Yet while ſhe does nor ſeem to hate me, 1 will purſue her, .and know her 
if it be poſſible, in ſpite of the Opinion of my ſatirical Fricnd, Scandal, who lays, 


. 


That I ermen are like Tricks by Slight of ITand, 
IWVhich, to admire, we ſhould no: ugderſiand. A 
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ACT V. SCENET. 
4 Room in Foreſight's Houſe. Angelica and Jenny, 


Ans, HERE is Sir S2mp/en ? Did you not tell me, he would be here 

before me? ht . , © 

Jenny, He is at the great Glaſs in the Dining-Room, Madam, ſetting his Cra- 
vat and Wig. Oe 4g 

Ang. How! Lam glad on't——if he has a Mind I ſhould like him, it isa ſign 
he likes me 3 and that is more than half my Defign. 

- Fenny, I hear him, Madam. | 

Ang. Leave me; and d'ye hear, if Yalentine ſhould come, or ſend, I am not 
to be ſpoken with. 

SCENE II. Angelica, Sir Sampſon. 

Sir Samp. I have not been honoured with the Commands of a fair Lady, a 
great while———odd, Madam, you have reviv'd me Not ſince I was five 
and thirty, \ 

Ang. Why, you have no great Reaſon to complain, Sir Sampſon, that is-nor 
long ago. 

& + 2 Looks, but it 1s, Madam, a very great while; to a Man that ad- 
mires a fine Woman, as much as | do. 

Ang. You're an abſolute Courtier, Sir Sampſon. 

Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Ods-bud you wrong me; I am not ſo'old nei- 
ther, to be a bare Courtier, only a Man of Words: Odd, I have warm Blood 
abour me yet, and can ſerve a Lady any Way—— Come, come, let me tell you,. 
you Women think a Man old too ſoon, faith and troth you do Come, don't 
deſpiſe fifty ; odd, fifty in a hale Conſtitution, is no ſuch contemptible Ape. 

ng. Fifty a contemptible Age! Not arall, a very faſhionable Age I think= 1 
aſſure you, I know very conſiderable Beaus, that ſet a good Face upon Fifty. Fifty ! 
[ have ſeen Fifty in a Side-Box by Candle-light, out-biofſom Five and Twenty. 

Sir Samp. Outlides, Outfſidesz a pize take ?em, meer Outſides : Hang your 
Sidc-Box Beausz no, I'm none of thele, none of your forc'd Trees, that prerend 
to bloſſom 1n the Fall, and bud when they ſhould bring forth Fruit: I am of a 
long-liv'd Race, and inherit Vigour : None of my Anceſtors married 'till Fifty ; 
yet they begot Sons and Daughters *till Fourſcore : I am of your Patriarchs, 1, 
a Branch ot one of your Aztide/uvian Families, Fellows that the Flood could 
not waſh away. Well, Madam, what are your Commands? Has any young 
Rogue aſtronted you, and ſhall I cut his Throat ? Or 

Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, I have no Quarrel upon my Hands—— I have more - 
Occattion for your Conduct than your Courage at this Time, To tell you the 
Truth, I am weary of living ſingle, and want a Husband. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and *tis pity you ſhould——Oad, wou'd ſhe wou'd like 
me, then I ſhou'd hamper my young Rogues: Odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd ; faith | 
and troth ſhe is deviliſh handſome. [ 4/ide.] Madam, you deſerve a good Husband, 
and *twere pity you ſhould be thrown away upon any of theſe young idle Rogues 
about the Town. Odd, there is ne'er a young Fellow worth hanging 
that .is a very young Fellow Pize on 'em, they never think before- 


hand 
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hand of any thing ; And if they commit Matrimony, 'tis as they commir 
Murder ; out of a Frolick: And are ready to hang themlelves, or to be hang'd 
by the Law, the next Morning: —Odto, have a care, Madam, 

Ang. Therefore 1 aſk your Advice, Sir Sampſon : I have Fortune encugh to 
make any Man eaſe that I can like; if there were (uch a thing as a young agree- 
able Man, with a reaſonable Stock of good Nature and Senſe For 1 would 
neither have an abſolute Wit, nor a Fool. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam to find a young Fellow that 
is neither a Wit in his own Eyes, nor a Fool in the Eye of the World, is a 
very hard Task. Bur, faith and troth, you ſpeak very dilcreetly ; for I hate both 
a Wit and a Fool. FE 

Ang. She that marries a Fool, Sir Sampſon, fortcits the Reputation of her Ho- 
neſty or Underſtanding: And ſhe that marrics a very witty Man is a Slave to 
the Severity and inſolent Condu&t of her Huſband, 1 ſhould like a Man of 
Wit for a Lover, becauſe I would have ſuch an one in my Powcr : Bur I would 
no more be his Wite, than his Enemy. For his Malice is not a more terrible 
Conſequence of his Averſion, than his Jealouſie is of his Love. 

Sir Samp. None of old Forefight's Sybils ever utter'd ſuch 2 Truth, Odsbud, 
you haye won my Heart: | hatea Wit; I had a Son that was fpoil'd among 
xm; a good hopeful Lad, *til] he learn'd to be a Wit ;—— And might have 
riſen in the State——Bur, a Pox on't, his Wit run him our of his Money, and 
now his Poverty has run him out of his Wits. 

Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your Friend, I mult rell you, you are very much abus'd 
in that Matter; he 1s no more mad than you are. 

Sir Samp. How, Madam! Wouw'd I cou'd prove ir. 

Ang. 1 can tell you how that may be done——Butr it is a thing that wouid 
make me appear to be too much concern'd in your Affairs. | 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, I believe the likes me—— [| 4/de.)] Ah, Madam, all my 
Afﬀairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid at your Feet z and | with, Madam, they were 
in a better Poſture, that 1 might make a more becoming Offer to a Lay of your 
incomparable Beauty and Merit,— Tf I had Perz in one Hand, and Mexico in 
rVother, and the Eaſtern Empire under my Feet; it would make me only a more 


"glorious Victim to be offer'd at the Shrine of your Bcauty. 


Ang. Bleſs me, Sir $2mp/on, what is the Matter ? 

Sir Samp. Odd, Madam, I love you And if you would take my Advic 
in a Husband 

Ang. Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon, TI ask'd your Advice for a Husband, and yuu 
are giving me your Conſcnt—— TI was indeed thinking to propoſe ſomething 
like it in Jeſt, to ſatisfie you about Yalentine : For if a Match were ſceming!y 
carried on, b2twcen you and me, it would oblige him to rhrow of his Difguit-: 
of Madneis, in Apprehenſion of loſing me: .For vou know he has long pretend- 
ed a Paſſion for me. 

Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Contrivance—If we were to go through 
with ic, But why mult the March only be ſeemingly carried on ?—Qid, let 
it be a real Contratt. Ang. O he, Sir Samp/un, what would the World {ay ? 

Sir Samp. Say! they-would fay, you were a wite Woman, and I a happy Man, 
Odd, Madam, 1 will love you as long asI live and leave you a good Jointer when | die. 

HH | Anz. Aye; 
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Ang. Aye, but that is not in your Power, Sir Sampſon; for when Valentine con- 
tcſſes himſelf in his Senſes, he muſt make over his Inheriranceto his younger Brother, 
Sir Samp. Odd, you're cunning, a wary Baggage! Faith and Troth I like you 
the better---Bur, I warrant you, { have a Provilo in the Obligation in favour of 
my felt. Body o'me, I have a Trick to turn the Setclement upon the Iſſue 
Male of our two Bodies begotten. Odsbud, let us find Children, and PII find an Eftare, 

Air, Will you ! Well, do you find the Eſtate, and leave the other to me—— 

Sir Samp. O Rogue! Bur Ill cruſt you. And will you conſent ? It is a Match then? 

Ang, Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Obligation; and if I find whar 
you propoſe pratticable;z Pll give you my Anſwer, 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart z,—2\ome in with me, and I'll lend.you the Bond--- 
You ſhall conſult your Lawyer, andI will conſult a Parſon: Odzooks | am a young 
Man; OdzooksI ama young Man, and I'll makeirt appear ()dd, you are de- 
viiiſh handſome : Faith and Troth, you are very handiome, and I am very young, 
and very luſty — Odsbud, Hufſy, you know how to chuſe, and fo do I ;—— 
Oad, I think we are very well met Give me your Hand, odd, let me kiſs it; 
Tis as warm and as ſoft as what Odd, as other Hand -21Ve me 1o- 
ther Hand, and I'll mumble 'em, and kils 'em till they melt in my Mouth. 

Ang. Hold, Sir Sampſon You're profuſe of your Vigour before your time: 
You'll ſpend your Eſtate betore you come to it, 

Sir S$amp. No, no, only give you a Rent-Roll of my Poſſefiions—— Ah ! 
Baggage | warrant you tor little Sap/ſon : Odd Sampſon's a very good Name 
tor an able Fellow: Your Samp/onus were ſtrong Dogs from the Beginning. 

Ang. Have a care, and don't over-ac&t your Part——lf you remember, Sampſon, 
the itrongeit of the Name, pull'd an old Houſe over his Head ar laſt. 

Sir Samp. Say you ſo, Huſly ? Come ler's go then; odd, I long to be 
pulling too,. come away Odlo, here's ſome Body coming. 

SCENE II Tattle, Jeremy. 

Tatt. 1s not that ſhe, gone out juſt now ? 

Jere. Aye,. Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the Place of Appointment. Aye, Sir, if 
7-0U are not very faithful and cloſe in this Buſineſs, yowll certainly be the Death 
of a Perſon that has a molt extraordinary Paſſion for your Honour's Service. 

Tatt. Ayc, who 1s that ? 

Zere. Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir———Sir, I have had an Appetite to be fed 
-with your Commands a great while And now, Sir, my former Maſter, 
having much troubled the Fountain of his Underſtanding ; it is a very plauſible 
Occation for me ro quench my Thirſt at the Spring of your Bounty—I thought 
1 could not recommend my {elf better ro you, Sir, than by the Delivery of a 
great Beauty into your Arms, whom [I have heard you ſtgh for: 

Tatt, I'll make thy Fortune; ſay no more—— Thou art a pretty. Fellow, and 
canſt carry a Meſſage to a Lady, 1n a pretty ſoft kind Phraſe, and with a good 
perſuading Accent, 

 Jere, Sir, I have the Seeds of Rhetorick and Oratory in my Head——T have 
been at Cambridge, 

Tatt. Aye; "tis well enough for a Servant to be bred gr an Uniyerſity : But 
the Education 18 2 Jittle too pegantick for a Gentleman, I[ hope you are ſecier 
ww. your Nawure, private, cloile, ha ? Tere, Q 
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Fere, OSir, forthat, Sir, tis my chief Talent; I am as ſecret as the Head of Nilus 

Tatt, Aye? Who is he, tho*? A Private Counſellor ? of 

Fere. O Ignorance! [ A/ide.] A cunning Egyptian, Sir, that with his Arms 
Would over-run the Country, yet no Body could ever find out his Head-Quarters. 

Tait, Clole Dog! A good Whoremaſter, I warrant him— the time draws nigh, 
Jeremy. Angelica will be veil'd ikea Nun ; and I muſt be hooded like a Friar ha, Tere ? 

Fere, Aye, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to ſeize at firſt Sight upon the Quarry. 
It is the Whim of my Maſter's Madneſs to be fo dreſsd; and ſhe is fo in Love 
with him, ſhe'll comply with any thing to pleaſe him, Poor Lady, I am ſure ſhe 
will have Reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe finds what a happy Exchange ſhe 
has made, between a Madman and ſo accompliſh'd a Gentleman. 

Tatt. Aye Paith, fo ſhe will, Jeremy: You're a good Friend to her, poor Creature 
———[ ſwear I do it hardly ſo much in Conſideration of my ſelf, as Compaſſion to her. 

Fere. *Tis an Act of Charity, Sir, to fave a fine Woman with thirty thouſand 
Pound, from throwing her ſelf away. 

Tatt, So 1t is, faith——I might have ſav'd ſeveral others in my time, but I'Gad 
I could never find in my Heart to marry any Body before. 

Fere. Well, Sir, I will go and tell her my Maſter's coming ; and meet you in 
half a Quarter of an Hour, with your Diſguiſe, at your own Lodgings. You 
muſt talk a little madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the Tone of your Voice, 

Tait, No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit ;—1'll be ready for you, 


SCENE IV. Tattle, Mif5 Prue. 


Miſs Prue, O Mr. Tattle, are you here! I] am glad I have found you; I have 
been looking up and down for you like any thing, *till I am as tired as any thing 
in the World. Tait. O Pox, how ſhall I getrid of this fooliſh Girl? | Aſide. 

Miſs Prue. O Ihavepure News, I can tell you pure News— 1 muſt not marry 
the Seaman now—my Father ſays ſo. Why won't you be my Husband? You 
ſay you love me, and you won't be my Husband. And I know you may be my 
Husband now if you pleaſe Tait. O fie, Miſs: W ho told you fo, Child ? 

Miſs Prue. Why my Father I told him that you lov'd me, 

Tatt, Oifie, Miſs, why did you ſay ſo? And who told you ſo, Child? 

Miſs Prize. Who? why you did; did not you ? 

Tait, O Pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs; that was a great while ago, Child. 
I have been aſleep ſince; flept a whole Night, and did not fo much as dream 
of the Matter. Miſs Prue, Pſhaw, O bur I dreamt that it was fo tho”. 

Taft. Aye, but your Father will tell you that Dreams come by Contrarics, 
Child-—O fiez what, we muſt not love one another now—— Pſhaw, that would 
be a fooliſh thing indeed Fie, fie, you're a Woman now, and muſt think of 
a new Man every Morning, and forget him every Night —- No, 'no, to marry 
is to be a Child again, and play with the ſame Rartle always : O fie, marrying 15a paw 
thing. Miſs Prue. Well, but don't you love me as well as you did laſt Night then ? 

Tatt, No, no, Child, you would not have me. 

Miſs Prue. No? Yes but 1 would tho”. 

Tatt, Pſhaw, bur | tell you, you would not=— You forget your're a Woman, 
and don't know your own Mind. 


Miſs Prue, Burt here's my Father, and he knows my Mind, 
H 2 SCENE 
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SCENE V. [To them] Foreſight. 


Fore, O Mr. Tattle, your Servant, you are a cloſe Man; but methinks your 
Love to my Daughter is a Szcret I might have been truſted with, —Or hxd you 
a Mind to try if { could diſcover it by my Art——hum, ha! I think there is ſome- 
thing in your Phyfiognomy, that has reſemblance of her; and the Girl is like me, 

Tat!, And fo you would infer, that you and 1 are alike——what does the 
old Prig mean ? I'll banter him, and laugh at him, and leave him. [ 4/de.] I fancy 
you havea wrong Notion of Faces. Fore, How? What? a wrong Notion? How fo ? 

Tatt, Ta the Way of Art, [ bave ſome taking Features not obvious to yulgar 
Eyes that are Indications of a ſudden Turn of good Fortune, in the Lottery of 
Wives; and promile a great Beauty and good Fortune referved alone for me, by 
a private Intrigue of Deſtiny, kept fecret from the peircing Eye of Perſpicuity 
from all Aftrolcgers, and the Stars themſelves, | 

Fore, How ! | will make it appear that what you (ay 1s impoſſible. 

73tt. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I am in Haſte—— Fore. For what? 

Tatt. To be marry'd, Sir, marry'd. 

Fore. Aye, but pray take me along with you, Sir——— 

Tatt, No, Sir; *tis to be dene privately——l never make Confidents. 

Fore. Well; but my Conſent, I mean—— You won't marry my Daughter 
without my Conſent. 

Tait. Who I, Sir? Iam an abſolute Stranger to you and your Daughter, Sir. 

Fore. Hey dey ! What Time of the Moon is this ? 

Tatt. Very true, Sir, and defire to continue ſo, [ have no more Love for your 
Daughter, than I have Likenels of you; and [| have aSecret in my Heart, whick 
you would be glad to know, and ſhan't know; and yet you ihall know it too, 
and be ſorry for't afterwards. I'd have you to know, Sir, that I am as knowing 
as the Stars, and as ſecrer as the Nigkr. And Iam going to be marricd juſt now, 
yer did nor know of it half an Hour ago; and rhe Lady ſtays for me, and does 
not know of it yct There's a Myſtery for you I know you love to untie 


Diffculties— Or if you can't folye this; ſtay here a Quarter of an Hour, and 
I'll come and explain it to you. 


SCENE VI. Foreſight, 175 Prue. 


Miſs Prue. O Father, why will you let him go? Won't you make him be my 
Huſband ? 


Fore, Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacics portend ? Alas! he's mad, Child, 
{ſtark wild. 

Miſs Prue. What, and muſt not I have &er a Huſband then ? What, muſt I 
go ro Bed to Nurſe again, and be a Child as long as ſhe is an old Woman ? in- 
deed but I won't, For now my Mind ts fet upon a Man, I will have a Man ſome 
Way or other, Co! methinks I'm fick when F think of a Man; and if I can't 
have one, I would go to fleepall my Life: For when T am awakeit makes me wih 
and long, and I don't know tor what— And I had rather be always afleep, than 
tick with thinking. 

Fore, O feartal ! Tthink the Girl's influenc'd roo—Huſſy, you Mull have a Rod. 

Mis Prue, A Fiddle of a Rod, Ill have a Husband and if you won't get me 
onc, il ger one tor my felt; Pil marry our Revbin the Butler, he ſays he Joves 
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me, and he is a handſome Man, and ſhall be my Husband : I warrant he'll be my 
Husband, and thank me too, for he told me to. 


SCENE VII. | Ts them] Scandal, Mrs. Forefizht, and Nurſe. 


Fore, Did he ſo---Þ'Il diſpatch him tor*r preſently ; Rogue ! Oh, Nurſe come hither, 

Nurſe. What is your Worſhip's Pleaſure ? 

' Fore. Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her up preſently, *till farther 
Orders from mc——not a Word, Huſſy——Do what I bid you. No Reply : away. 
And bid Rohin make ready to give an Account of his Plate and Linnen, d'ye her, 
Be gone when [| bid you. Mrs. Fore. What 1s the Matrer, Husband ? 

Fore. *Tis not convenient to tell you now—— Mr. $canda}, Heay'n keep us all in 
our Senſes | fear there is a contagious Frenzy abroad. How does Yalentize ? 

Scan. O, I hope he will do well again ] have a Meſſage from him to your 
Niece 4nzelica, 

Fore, I think ſhe has not return'd, ſince ſhe went abroad with Sir Samp/er, 
Nurſe, why are you not gone ? 

SCENE VIII, Porejieht, Scandal, Mrs, Foreſight, Bc. 

Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr, Benjamin, he can tell us if his Father be come home. 

Ben. Who, Father? aye; he's come home with a Vengeance. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the Matter ? Ben. Matter! Why he is mad. 

Fore, Mercy on us! I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handlome young Woman, the, as they. ſay, Brother 77. 
went mad for, ſhe 1s mad too, [ think. 

Fore. O my poor Niece! my poor Niece! is (the gone too? Well, I ſhall run. 
mad next. Mrs. Fore, Well, but how mad ? how d'ye mean © 

Ben. Nay, ÞIl give you leave to guels——— I'll undertake to mike a Voyage 
to Antegoa No, I mayn't fay fo neither——But ÞII fail as far as Leghorn, 
and back again, before you {hall gueſs at the Matter, and do nothing elle; Meli:, 
you may take in all the Points of the Compals, and not hit right. 

Mrs. Fore. Your Experiment will take up a little roo much time. 

Ben, Why then I'll tell you; there is a Wedding upon the Stocks, ard they 
two arc going to be married to rights. can, Who? 

Ben. Why Father, and the young Woman, I can't hit of her Name, 

Scan, Angelica? Ben, Aye, the fame. 

Mrs Fore. Sir Samp/on and Angelica ? impoſitbie ! 

Ben. That may be——bur I'm ſure 1t is as 1 tell you, 

S$:an. 'Sdeath, it is a Jeſt. I can't believe it, 

Ben. Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me, whether you believe it orno. What T, 
fay is true; d'ye ſec, they are married, or juſt going to be married, I know not which, 

Fore, Well, but they are not mad, that is, not Lunatick * 

Ben. I don't know what you-may-call Madneſs——— - But ſh2, is mad for a - 
Husband, and he is horn mad, I thiak, or they'd neer make a Match rogether—— 
Here they come. | 

SCENE IX, [To them] Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Buckram. 

Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothſayer ? This Uncle of mine elect ? A ha, old - 
Foreſight, wiſh-me Joy, Uncle Fore/feht, double Joy,-both as Uncle and Attrologer 
acre 1s a ConjunGtion that was not toretois in all your Fpbemeris-——The brightel- 
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Star in the blue Firmarnent is /vot from above, in a Jelly of Love, and ſo forth; 
and I am Lord of the Aſcendant. Odd, you are an old Fellow, Foreſight; Uncle 
1 mean, a very old Fellow, Uncle Fore/ight z and yet you thall live to dance at my 
Wedding ; faith and troth you ſhall, Odd, we'll have the Muſick of the Spheres 
for thee, old Lilly, that we will, and thou ſhalt lead up a Dance in /7a Latte. 
Fore, 1 am Thunder-ſtruck ! You are not married to my Niece? | 
Sir Samp, Not abſolutely marry'd, Uncle ; but very near it, within a Kiſs of 
the Matter, as you ſee. | [Riſes Angelica, 
Ang. *Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you will be my Father, and give me. 
Sir Samp. That he ſhall, or Fil burn his Globes Body o'me, he ſhall be 
thy Father, I'll make him thy Father, and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and T'11 
make thee a Mother, and we'll beget Sons and Daughters enough to put the Week- 
ly Bills out of Countenance, $:an, Death and Hell! Where's Yalentine. 


SCENE X. SirSamplon, Angelica, Foreſight, Mrs, Foreſight, Ben, Buckram, 
Mrs. Fore, This 1s ſo lurprizing 
Sir Samp, How! What dnes my Aunt ſay? Surprizing, Aunt ? Not at all, for 

a young Couple to make a March in Winter? Not at all——<lt is a Plot to un- 

dermine cold Weather; and deſtroys that Ulurper of a Bed call'd a Warming-Pan. 

Mrs. Fore. | am glad to hear you haveſo much Fire in you, Sir Sampſon. 

Ben, Meſs, I tear his Fire 1s little better than Tinder; may-hap it will only 
ſcrve to light up a Match for ſome Body elſe, The young Woman is a handlome 
young Woman, [I can't deny it: But, Father, if T might be your -Pilot in this 
Caſe, you ſhould not marry her, Ir is juſt the ſame thing, as it fo be you ſhould 
{ail ſo far as the Srraights without Proviſion, 

Sir Samp. Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sirrah? To your Element, Fiſh, 
be mute, Fiſh, and to Seca, rule your Helm, Sirrah, don't dire& me. 

Ben. Well, well, take care of your own Helm, or you mayn't keep your new 
Veſſel ſteady. | 

Sir Samp. Why, you impudent Tarpaulin ! Sirrah, do you bring your -Fore- 
caſtle Jeſts upon your Father? Bur 1 ſhall be even with you, 1 won't give you a 
Groat. Mr. Buckram, is the Conveyance fo worded, that nothing can poſſibly 
deſcend to this Scoundrel? I would not fo much as haye him have a Profpe&t 
of an Eſtate tho'there were no Way to come to it, but by the North- Eaſt Pailage. 
Back. Sir, 1t 1s drawn according to your DireCtions z there is not the leaſt 
Cranny of the Law unſtopr, | 

Ben, Lawyer, I believe there is many a Cranny and Leak unſtopr' in your Con- 
{cience——If ſo be that one had a Pump to.-your Boſom, I believe we ſhould diſ- 
cover a foul Hold. They ſay a Witch will fail in a Sieve Bur I bcheye the 
Devil would not venture aboard o'your Conſcience. And thar's for you. 

Sir Samp. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, who's here ? 


SCENE XI. (To them] Tattle and Mrs, Frail. 
Frail, O, Sifter, the moſt unlucky Accident, Mrs. Fore. What's the Matter ? 
T'att. O, the two moſt unfortunate poor Creatures in, the World we are. 
Fore. Blels us! How fo ? x 


Frail. A! Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and I are—— I can't ſpeak it out. 

Tatt. Norl But poor Mrs. Frail and | are Frail. Married. 

Mrs. Fore. Married ! How ? 

Tatt. Suddenly — before we knew where we were ==——_—_ that Villain Ferermy, by the 
Help of Diſguiſes, trick'd us into one another. TOI TA TR Fore, Why, 
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Fore. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in haſte to be married. 

Aug. But I believe Mr. Tazzle meant the Favour to me, I thank him. 

Tatt. | did, as I hope to be ſfav'd, Madam, my Intentions were good---But this is the moſt 
cruel thing, to marry one does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore--- The Devil take 
me, if evec I was ſo much concern'd at any thing in my Lite. | 

Ang. * Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one another. 

Tatt. The leaſt in the World--- That is for my Part, I ſpeak for my ſelf. Gad, I never had 
the leaſt Thought of ſerious Kindneſs---I never lik'd any body leſs in my Life. Poor Woman | 
Gad, I'm ſorry for her too; for I have no Reaſon to hate her neither ; but I believe I ſhall 
lead her a damn'd ſort or a Life. 

Mrs. Fore. He's better than no Husband at all---tho? he's a Coxcomb. (To Frail, 

Frail. (to her.) Aye, aye, it's well it's no worſe--- Nay, for my Part, I always deſpiſed 
Mr. Tattle of all things ; nothing but his being my Husband could have made me like him leſs. 

Tatt. Look you there, I thought as much---Pox on't, I wiſh we could keep it ſecret ; why 
[1 don't believe any of this Company wou'd ſpeak of it. 

Frail. But, my Dear, that's impoſlible; the Parſon and that Rogue Feremy will publiſh it. 

Tatt. Aye, my Dear, ſo they will, as you fay. 

Ang. O you'll agree very well in a little time; Cuſtom will make it eaſy to you. 

Tate, Eafie! Pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to-night. 


Sir Sap. Sleep, Quotha! No, why you would not ſleep o'your Wedding Night ? I'm an 
older Fellow than you, and don't mean to ſleep. 

Ben. Why there's another Match now, as tho'f a couple of Privateers were looking for 2 
Pcize, and ſhould fall foul of one another. Im ſorry for the young Man with all my Heart. 
Look you, Friend, if I may adviſe you, when ſhe's going, for that you mutt expeR, I have 
Experience of her, when ſhe's going, let her go. For ho Matrimony is tough enough to hold 


her, and if ſhe can't drag her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her Cable, I can tell you - 
that.---- Who's here? the Madman ? 


SCENE The Laſt. Valentine, Scandal, Sr Sampſon, Angelica, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, 
Tattle, Mrs. Frail, Ben, Jeremy, Buckram. 

Vai. No, here's the Focl; and if Occafion be, Ill'give it under my Hand. 

Sir Samp. How now? Val, Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my Errors, and ask your Pardon: 

Sir Samp. What, have you found your Senſes zt laſt then? In good time, Sir. 

Lal. You were abus'd, Sir; I never wasdiltra&ed. Fore, How ! not mad Mr. Scandal * 

Scan, No really, Sir; I'm tis Witneſs, it was all Counterfeit, 

Val. I thought I had Reaſons---- But it was a poor Contrivance, the Effe& has ſhewn it ſuch. 

Sir Samp. Contrivance ! what to cheat me? to cheat your Father! virrah, could you hope 
to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, -when the Father. endeavoured to undo the Son, it was a rea- 
ſonable Return of Nature. ag 

Sir Samp. Very good, Sir---Mr. Buckram, are you ready ?--- Come, Sir, will you ſign and (cu: : 

Val. It you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would ask this Lady one Queltion, 

Sir Samp. Sir, you mult ask me-lceave firſt : That Lady? No, Sir; you ſhall ask that Lady 
no Queſtions, *ti!l you have ask'd her Blefling, Sir; that Lady is to be my \Vife. 

al, 1 have ieard as much, Sir; but I would have it from her own Mouth. 

Sir Szp. That is as much as to ſay, 1 lie, Sir, and you don't believe what 1 fay. 

Zal. Pardon me, Sir, But I refie@t that I very lately counterfeited Madneſs ; 1 don't know 
but the FFrolick may go round. 

Sir Samp. Come, Chuck, ſatisfie him, anſwer him ;---- Come, Mr. Buckram, the Pen and Ink 

Buck. Here it is Sir, with the Deed ; all is ready. (Val. goes zo Ang. 

Arg. *Tis true, you have great while pretended Love to we; nay, what it you were hn- 
cere? Stijl you muſt pardon me, it L think my own laclinations have a better Right to di;- 
poſe of my Perſon, than yours. 


Sir S32p. Are you anſwer'd now, vir? Pal. Yes, Sir. f 

Sir Samp. Where's your Plot, Sir? aud your Contrivance now, Sir ? Will you fign, oi - 
Come, will you ſign and ſeal? //al. With all my Heart, vir. : 

Scax. *Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin your felt * Lad. 
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:. | have been diſappointed of my only Hope; and he that loſes Hope may part with 
atly thing. { never valu'd Fortune, but as it was ſubfervient to my Pleaſure ; and my only 
Ficaſure was to pleaſe this Lady: | have made many vain Attempts, and find at laſt that-nu= 
thing but my Ruin can effect it: Which, for that Reaſon, I will ſign to--- Give me the Paper. 

Ang. Generous Valentiae ! ( Aſide. Buck. Here is the Deed, Sir. 

i "al, But whereis the Bond by which | am oblig'd to ſign this? Brck. Sir Sampſon you have it. 

Aug. No, | have it; and I'll uſe it, as I would every thing that is an Enemy to /alextine. 
i_Tears the Paper,] Sir Samp. How now! _ Val. Ha! 

Ang. Had | the World to give you, it cou'd not make me worthy of ſo generous and faith- 
tul a Pattion; Here's my Hand, my Heart was always yours, and ſtruggl'd very hard to make 
this utmoſt T'rial of your Virtue. [ To Val. 

al. Between Pleaſure and Amazement I am loſt——Þut on my knees I take the Bleſſing. 

Sir S#2p. Qons! What is the Meaning of this? 

Be. Mels, here's the Wind chang'd again, Father; you and I may make a Voyage to- 
Fether Now. 

Ang. Well, Sir Sampſon, ({ince I have play'd you a Trick, I'll adviſe you how you may 
avoid ſuch another. Learn to be a good Father, or yow'll never get a ſecond Wite. I al- 
Ways lov'd your Son, and hated your unforgiving Nature. I was reſolv'd to try him to the 
utmolt ; I have try'd you too, and know you both. You have not more Faults than he has 
Virtues ; and "tis hardly more Pleaſure to me, that I can make him and my ſelf happy, than 
that I can puniſh you. | 

al. If my Happineſs could receive Addition, this kind Surprize would make it do*.ble. 

vir S7-7p. Oons ! You're a Crocodile, Fore. Really Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden Eclipſe-- 

Sir Sap. You're an illiterate IFool, and I'm another, | 

{ att. It the G:ntleman is in Ditorder for want of a Wife, I can ſpare him mine. Oh are 
you there, Sir? 1 am incebted to you for my Happineſs. (To Jeremy. 

Fere. Sir, | ask you tcn thouſand Pardons, *twas an errant Miſtake You ſee, Sir, my 
Matter was. never mad, nor any thing like it— Then how could it be otherwiſe? 

Veal. Tattle, 1 thank you; you would have interpoſed. between me and Heav'n ; but Pru- 
vidence laid Purgatory in your-Way You have but Juſtice. 

Scan. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon.provided for his own Wedding; methinks tis 
pity they ſhould not be employ'd when the Match is fo much mended. Yaleatine, tho? it be 
Morning, we may have a Dance. 

Lal. Anything, my Friend, every thing that looks like Joy and Tranſport, 

Scan. Call *em Feremy. 

Azz. I have done diſlembling now, Valentine; and if that Coldneſs which I have al ways 
V. 0:1 before you ſhould turn to an ex:ream Fondneſs, you mult not ſuſpe& it. | 

al. il prevent that Suſpiciony— For I intend to doat to that immoderate Degree, that 
vour Fondncis {hall n<ver diſtinguiſh it ſelf enough to be taken Notice of. If ever you ſeem 
10 love to0 much, it mult be only when I can*c love enough. 

' Aug, Have a care of Promiles; you know you are apt to run more in Debt than you are able 
tO pay. ]/al. Therefore 1yicld my Body as your Priſoner, and make your bett on't. 

Scan. The Multick ays tor you. (Daxce. 

Vicar, Well, Madam, you have done exemplary Juſtice in puniſhing an inhuman Father, 
aid cewarcing a faithful Lover: Burt there is a third good Work, which 1, in particular, mult 
thank you tour; 1 was an Infidel to your Sex, and you have converted me For now | am 
convince, that all Women are not like Fortune, blind in bettowing Favours, either on thoſe 
why do not merit, or who da not want 'em. 

Anz. ?Tis an unreaſonable Accutation that you lay upon our Sex: You tax us with Inju- 
ice, only to cover your own Want of Merit. You would al! have the Reward of Love; 
-1t few have the Conſtancy to ſtay till it becomes your Due. Men are generally Hypocrites 
nd Jufidels; they pretend to worſhip, but have neither Zea) nor Faith: How few, like Valen- 
ze, would perſevere, even to Martyrdom, and acritice their Intereſt to their Conſtancy ! 
4 2dmirins me, y94 aifpiace the Novelty. 

| Fiz Miracle to-day is, that we find 
A Lover's irue; Not that a Woman's hind. 
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